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POE M S 

O N 

V* m 

Several Occafions. 



tfhe Fable ef Midas. 

t 

Written m the Year 171a. 

M IDAS , we are in Story told. 

Turn'd ev’ry Thing he touch'd to Gold : 
He cbip'd his Breads the Pieces round 
Glitter'd, like Spangles on the Ground : 

A Codling e’er it went his Lip in, 

Wou’d ftrait become a Golden Pippin : 

He* call’d for Drink ; you faw him fup 
Potable Gold in Golden Cup : 

His empty Paunch that he might fill, - 

He fuck’d his Vittels thro’ a Quill : 

Untouch'd itpafs’d between his Grinders, 

Or't had been happy for Gold-finders ; 

VOL.VIII, \ B He 
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* Poems on federal Occafms . 

He cock'd his Hat, you would have faid 
Mambrino's Helm adorn'd his Head : 
Whene'er he chanc'd his Hands to lay 
On Magazines of Corn or Hay, 

Gold ready coin’d appeal'd, inftead 
Of paultry Provender and Bread ; 

Hence by wife Farmers we are told, 

Old Hay is equal to old Gold j 
And hence a Critick deep maintains, 

We learnt to weigh our Gold by Grains * 

This Fool had got a lucky Hit j 
And People fancy'd he had Wit : 

Two Gods their Skill in Mufick try'd. 
And both chofe Midas to decide ; 

He again {{Phoebus' Harp decreed, 

And gave it for Pan's Oaten Reed ! 

The God of Wit, to Ihew his Grudge, 
Clapt AJfes' Ears upon the Judge } 

A goodly Pair ereft and ^ide, 

Whiph he could neither gild nor hide, 

* 

And now the Virtue of his Hands, 

Was loft among PaSlolus' Sands, 

Againft whofe Torrent while he fwims. 
The Golden Scurf peels off his Limbs.: 
Fame fpreads the News, and People travel 
From far to gather golden Gravel, 

Midas , expos’d to all their Jeeps, 

Had loft his 4rf» and kept his pars, 

This Tale inclines the gentle Read.er 
T 9 thinjc upon a certain leader j 




P terns on federal Occafions. % 

To whom from Midas down, defcends 
That Virue in the Fingers Ends. 

What elfe by Perquifites are meant, 

By Penfions , Bribes , and Three fer Cent , 

By Places and CommiJJlons fold ; 

And turning Dung itfelf to Gold P 
By ftarving in the midft of Store, 

As t’other Midas did before ? 

None e'er did modem Midas chufo 
Subject or Patron of his Mufe, 

But found him thus their Merit fcan. 

That P habus rauft give place to Pan s ■ 

He values not the Poet's Praife, 

Nor will exchange his Plumbs for Bays s 
To Pan alone, rich Mifers call. 

And there’s the Jeft, for Pan is ALL, 

Here Engli/bWits will be to feek, 

- Howe’er, 'tis all one in the Greek. . , 

Befides, it plainly now appears. 

Our Midas too has Ajjes' Ears ; 

Where ev’ry Fool his Mouth applies. 

And whilpers in a thoufand Lies j 
Such groi’s Delufions could not pafs. 

Thro’ any Ears but of an Afs, 

But Gold defiles with frequent Touch ; 
There’s nothing/##/.? the Hands fo much s 
And Scholars gave it for the Caufc, 

Of Britijh Midas' dirty Paws j 
Which while the Senate ftrove to fcour. 

They wafh’d away the Chymick Power. 

* B a While 
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While he his utmoft Strength apply'd. 

To fwim againft this pop' tar Tide , 

'The golden Spoils flew off apace ; 

Here fell a Penfion , there a Place : 

The Torrent, mercilefs, imbibes 
Commijfions , Perquijites , and Bribes ; 

By their own Weight funk to the Bottom j 
Much Good maft do 'em . , that have caught 'em . 
And Mid&s now neglected Hands, 

With AJJes' Ears , and dirty Hands . 



The, Reverend Dr. S H — : — N to 
J. S. D. D. D. S. P. D. 

Written in the Year 1 71 z. 

1 

D EAR Dean, fmce in Cruxes and Puns 
you and I deal, 

Pray why is a Woman a Sieve and aRiddle ? 
Tis a Thought that came into my Noddle this 
Morning, 

In Bed as I lay, Sir, a tolling and turning. 
You’ll find, it you read but a few of your Hi- 
ftories, 

All Women, as Eve , all Women are My- 
fieri es. 

To find out this Riddle, I know you'll be eager,’ 
And make every one of the Sex a Bel-phagor. 

But 
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Poems on fever al Occafions. 5 

But that will not do, for I mean to corne-men d 
’em 

I fwear, without Jeft, I an Honour intend ’em. 
In a Sieve, Sir, their antient Extraction I quite 
tell, \ 



In a Riddle I give you their Power and their 
Title. 

This I told you before, do you know what I 
mean, Sir ? 

* Not I, by my Troth , Sir .-- -Then read it again, 
. Sir. 



The Reafon I fend you thefe Lines of Rhimes; 
double. 

Is purely through Pity to fave you the Trouble 
Of thinking two Hours for a Rhxme as you diJL 

i ... 

When your Pegafus canter’d in triple, and rid 
fall. 



As for my little Nag, which I keep at Par- 
najj'us 

With Phoebus's Leave to run with his A lies, 

He goes flow and fure, and he never is jaded. 
While your fiery Steed is whipp’d, l'purr’d, ba~ 
ftinaded. 

* The Dean's Anpvoer. 
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D — n S 5 s Anfwer to the Re- 

• verend Dr . SH — N. 

* i 

S I R, 

I N reading your Letter alone in my Hackney, 
Your damnable Riddle, my poor Brains 
did rack nigh. 

And when with much Labour the Matter I 
crackt, 

I foujxl you miftaken in Matter of Fa£L 

A Roman’s no Sieve (for with thatyou begin) 
Becaufe the let’s out more than e’er the takes in. 
And that the’s a Riddle, can never be right, ' 
F or a Ridel! e is dark, but a Woman is light. 
But grant her a Sieve, I can fay fomething 
archer, , , t 

Pray what is a Man ? he’s a fine Linen Searcher . 

Now tell me a Tiling that wants Interpreta- 
tion, 

WhatName for a * Maid, was the firft Man’s 
Damnation ? 

If your Worthip will pleafe to explain me this 
Rebus , 

I fwear from henceforward you fiiall be my 
Phoebus. 

/ * 

a 

From my Hackney-Coach, Sept, i r, 

1 7 1 2 . pojl 12 at Noon . 

* Vir Gin . 
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/ 

The FAGGOT. 

t 

Written in the Tear 1713 , when the 
Queen' s Minijiers were quarrelling among 
themf elves ||. 

O Bferve the dying Father fpeak ? 

Try, Lads, can you this Bundle break 
Then bids the youngeft of the Six, 

Take up a well-bound Heap of Sticks, 

They thought it was an old Man's Maggot j 
And ftrove by Turns to break the Faggot : 

In vain : The complicated Wands 
Were much too ftrong for all their Hands, 

See, faid the Sire, how foon ’tis done : 

Then took and broke them one by one. J 
So ftrong you’ll be in Friendfhip ty’d ; 

So quickly broke, if you divide. 

Keep dole then Boys, and never quarrel. 

Here ends the Fable and the Moral. 

This T ale may be apply 'd in few W ords 
To Treafurers, Comptrollers, Stewards, 

And others, who in folemn Sort 
Appear with (lender Wands at Court : 

J| See more of the Author's Endeavours to pro- 
cure a Reconcilement among them , in Mr. Pope'| 
Profe Works, Vol. II. Letter II, V. Gfc. 

Not * 
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Not firmly join’d to keep their Ground, 

But lathing one another round : 

* While wile Men think they ought to fight 
With Quarter -jlaroes inftead of White : 

Or Conllable with Staff of Peace, 

Should come and make the Clatt’ring ceafe 
Which now difturbs the Queen and Court, 
And gives the Whigs and Babble Sport. 

In Hiftory we never found, 

The Confuls Fafces were unbound ; 

Thofe Romans were too wife to think on't. 
Except to lafh fome grand Delinquent. 

How would they blufh to hear it laid. 

The Prastor broke the Conful’s Head $ 

Or, Conful in his Purple Gown, 

Came up, and knock’d the Praetor down ? 

Come, Courtiers : Every Man his Stick ; 
Lord-Treafurer, for once be quick j 
And, that they may the clofer cling, 

Take your blue Ribbon for a String. 

Come, trimming Harcourt, bring your Mace f 
And fqueeze it in, or quit your Place i 
Difpatch ; or elfc that R — 1 North cy * 

Will undertake to do it for thee : 

And, be allur’d, the Court will find him 
Prepar'd to leap o'er Sticks , or bind ’em. 

To make the Bundle ftrong and fafe>- 
Great Ormond lend thy Gen’ral’s Staff t 

* Sir Edw. N. Attor. • Gen . brought in by 
ford H .yet very defrous of the Great Seal . 

And, 
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And, if the Crofier cquld be cramm’d in, 

A Fig for Leckmere , King , and Hambden, 
You’ll then defy the ftrongeft Whig, 

With both his Hands to bend a Twig. 
Though with united Strength they all pull. 
From Somers down to fraiggs and JV 



The AUTHOR upon himfelf. 



Written in the Year 1713 



A few of the firft Lines were wanting in the 
■Copy fent us by a Friend of the Author's . 



* * * 

* * * 
* * * 

* * * 



# * * 

* * * 
* * » 

* * * 



B y an — — — purfu’d 

A crazy * P , and a R f Prude ; 

By dull Divines, who look with envious: Eyes, 
On ev’ry Genius that attempts to rife $ # 

And paufing o’er a Pipe, with doubtful Nod, 
Give Hints, that Poets ne’er believe in God $ 

So, Clowns on Scholars as on Wizards look. 
And take a Folio for a conj ’ring Book. 



* Dr. Sh. A-b~p of York, t Hertete M-~y 

&A* s — - 
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S had the Sin of Wit, no venial Crime, 

Kay, ’tis affirmed, he fometimes dealt in Rhime; 
Humour, and Mirth, had Place in all he writ ; 
He reconcil’d Divinity and Wit : 

He mov’d and bow'd and talk’d with too much 
Grace ; 

Nor fhew’d the Parfon in his Gait or Face : 
Delpis'd luxurious Wines, and coftly Meat ; 
Yet (till Was at the Tables of the Great ; 
Frequented Lords; fazv thofe that j'avj the 
<$iieen ; 

At Chi!ifs, or Truly' s never once had been ; 
Where Town and Country Vicars flock in 
Tribes, 

Secur’d by Numbers from the Lay-mens Gibes j 
And deal in Vices, of the graver Sort, 

Tobacco, Cenlure, Coffee, Pride, and Port. 

But, after fage Monitions from his Friends, 
His Talents to employ for nobler Ends ; 

To better Judgments willing to fubmit, 

He turns to Politicks his dang'rous Wit. 

And now the publick Int’reff to fupport. 

By Harley S invited, comes to Court. 

# In Favour grows with Minifters of State j 
Admitted private, when Superiors wait : 

And, Harley , not afham’d his Choice to own, 
Takes him to IVindfor in his Coach, alone, 

At IVindor S no fooner can appear, 

But * St. John comes and whifpers in his Ear : 

* Then Secretary of State , nezv Lord Boling-* 
br 0 ke. The 



Digitized by Google 




Poems on fever al Occafions, 1 1 

The Waiters ftand in Ranks ; the Yeoraen cry 
Make Room $ as if a Duke were parting by. 

Now F—nch alarms the Lords : he hears for 
certain, 

This dang’rous Prieft is got behind the Curtain. 

F fam’d for tedious Elocution, proves 

That S oils many a Spring which Harley 

moves. 

IF— and Aflahie to clear the Doubt, 

Inform the Commons, that the Secret’s out : 

“ A certain Doctor is obferv’d of late 
“ To haunt a certain Minifter of State : 
u From whence, with half an Eye we may 
difeover 

“ The Peace is made, and Perkin muft come 
over, 



T— is from ho r mbeth fent,to Ihewthe Queen 
A dangerous Treatife writ againft the Spleen* ; 
Which by the Style, the Matter, and the Drift, 
'Tis thought could be the Work of none but 
Poor Y---1 the harmlefs Tool of others Hatej 
He fues for Pardon f, and repents too late. 



Now, — her Vengeance vows 

On S — ’s Reproaches for her ■■ ■ : 

From her red Locks her Mouth with Venom 
fills i 

And thence into the R 1 Ear inllills. 



* Tale of a Tub. 

f His Hr ace was for ry far what be had fah{, 
and fent a MeJJage to- the Author So defire bis 

a The 
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The -incens’d, his Services forgot, * 

Leaves him a Viffcim to the vengeful Scot. 
Now thro’ the Realm a Proclamation * fpread. 
To fix a Price 'on his devoted Head. 

While innocent, he lcoms ignoble Flight ; 
liis watchful Friends preferve him by a Sleight. 

By Harleys Favour once again he fhines ; 

Is now carels’d by Candidate Divines ; 

Who change Opinions, with the changing 
Scene : 

Lord ! how were they mi (taken in the Dean ! 
Now, D-l—w--re again f familiar grows ; 
And, in S—t's Ear thrufts half his powder’d 
Nofe. 

The Scottijb Nation, whom he durlt offend, , 
Again apply that S— would be their Friend j[. 

^ The Proclamation was againft the Author 
of a Pamphlet called , The publick Spirit of 
the Whigs, againft which the Scotch Lords com- 
plained. 

* Againfl the A. of The publick Spirit of the 
Whigs. 

f D— then Lord Tr—r of the Hcufbold, al- 
ways car effing the A. at Court : But during the 
*Tryal of the Printers before the H. of Lords , and 
while the Proclatnation hung over the A. his 
Lord/hip would not feem to know him , till the 
Danger was pafs'd. 

(| 'The Scotch L--ds treated and vifitcd the A. 
more after the Proclamation than bejbre , except 
the D. offs.--- who, would never be reconciled. 

By 

3 
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By Faflion tir’d, with Grief he waits a while. 
His great contending Friends to reconcile, 
Peiforms what Friendfhip, Juftice, Truth re- 
quire : * / 

^Vhat could he more, but decently retire § ? 



In SICKNESS. 



JV r it ten foon after the Author's coming to 
live in Ireland, upon the Queen's Death, 
Od. 1714. 



I S true,— -then why fhould I repine* 
X To lee my Life fo faft decline ? 

But, why obfeurely here alone, 



.Where I am neither lov’d nor known ? 



My State of Health none care to learn ; 
My Life is h£r$ np Soid’s Concern ; 
And thofe with whom I now converie. 



Without a T ear will tend my Herle. 
Remov’d from kind Arbutbnot" s Aid, 
Who knows his Art, but not the Trade j 
Preferring his Regard forme 
Before his Credit, or his Fee. 



§ About ten Weeks before the Queen's Death , 
Ifi tbs T vwn, upon Qccafion of that incurable 
Breach among the great Men at Court , and went 
Aonvu to Berkftme. Mr. Pope's Prole Works, 
Vol. II. Let. V. 

• Vofc.VUI, C Some 
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Some formal Vitos, Looks, and Words, 
What mere Humanity affords, 

I meet perhaps from three or four, 

F rom whom I once expefted more ; 

• Which thofe who tend the Sick for Pay 
Can aft as decently as they : 

But no obliging tender Friend 
To help at my approaching Knd. 

My Life is now a Burden grown 
To others, ere it be my own. 

Ye formal Weepers for the Sick, 

In your laft Offices be quick : 

And fpare my abfent Friends the Grief 
To hear, yet give me no Relief ; 

Expir’d To-day, entomb’d To-morrow, r 
W hen known, will lav? a double Sorrow, 



To the Earl of OXFORD , late Lord 
Treafurer. Sent to him when he was in 
the Fonder, before his Trial. 

Out of HORACE. 



Written in the Year 1716. 




The 
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The Youth, in vain, would fly from Fate’s 
Attack, 

With trembling Knees, and Terror at his Back; 
Though Fear (hould lend him Pinions like the 
Wind, ' 

Yet fwifter Fate will feize him from behind. 

Virtue repuls'd, yet knows not to repine ; 
But fliall with unattainted Honour (hine ; 

Nor ftoops to take the Staff, nor lays it down, 
Julias the Rabble pleafe to fmile or frown. 

Virtue, to crown her Fav'rites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten Palfage to the Sky ; 

Where Jove a Seat among the Gods will give 
To thofe who die, for meriting to live. 

Next, faithful Silence hath a fure Reward ; 
Within ourBreaft be every Secret barr'd : 

He who betrays his Friend, (hall never be 
Under one Roof, or in one Ship with me. 

For, who with Traytors would his Safety trull. 
Left with the Wicked, Heaven involve the Juft ? 
And though the Villain ’fcape awhile, he feels 
Slow Vengeance, like a Blood-hound, at hi* 
Heels. 




C * 
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• . i 

, Ad Ami cum Eruditum 



r HOMAM SHERIDAN. 



Scripfit Oft. Ann. Dom. 1717. 

D ELICIJE Sheridan Mufarum, dulcis 
amice, 

Sic tibi prepitius Permifli ad flumen Apollo 
Occurrat, ieu te mimum convivia rident, 
AEquivocofve fales fpargis, feu ludere verfu 
Malles ; die, Sk , ldan t quifnam fuit ilie Deo~ 
rum, 

Quae meiior natura orto tibi tradidit artem 
Rimandi genium puerorum, atque ima cerebri 
Scrutandi f Tibi nafeenti ad cunabula Pallas 
Aftitit j & dixit, mentis pradaga future, * 
Heu, puer infelix ! noftrofu.b fidere natus ; 

Nam tu pe£lus eris fine corpore, corporis umbra ; 
Sed levitate umbram fuperabis, voce cicadam : 
Mufca femur, palmas tibi Mus dedit, Ardea 
crura. 

Corpore fed tenui tibi quqd natura negavit, 

Hoc animi dotes fupplebunt 5 teque docente, 
Nec longum Tempus, ftirget tibi do 61 a ju* 
ventus, 71 . I 

Artibus egregiis animas inftru6la novellas. 
Orexhinc Poeonius venit, ecce, falut fe * orbi. 
Aft, illi caufas orant ; his infula vifa eft 
Hivinam capiti nodo conllringere mi tram. 



* 



Natalis 
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Natalis te horae non fallunt ligna, fed ufquc 
Confcius, expedias puerofeu \sztxis Apollo 
Nafcenti arrifit ; five ilium frigidus horror 
Saturni premit, autfeptem inflaveretriones. 

* 1 

Quin tu alte penitufque latentia femina cer* 
r nis, . . • v 

Quoeque diu obtundendo olim Tub luminis auras* 
Erumpent, promis ; quo ritu faepe puella 
Sub cinere hefterno fopitos fufeitat ignes. 

Te Dominum agnofcit quocunque fob aere 
natus } 

Quos indulgentis nimiiim cuftodia matris 
Peflundat : Nam faepe vidcs in ftipite matrem. 

Aureus at ramus, venerandae dona Sibyllae, 
.^Eneae fedes tantiun patefecit Avernus j 
Saepe puer, tua quern tetigit femel aurea virga, 
Coelumque terrafque vidct, no&emque pro- 
fundam. 

■' 1 



APOLLO to the DEAN. 

• • , 1 

-Written in the Year 1720. 

R IGHT Trufty, am} fo forth, —We let 
you to know 

We are very ill us’d by you Mortals below. 
For firft, I ha\ r e often by Chymifts been told, 
Tho’ I know nothing on’t, it is I that make 
Gold, 

Cj 
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Which when you have got, you io carefully 
hide it, 

That, fince I was bom, I hardly have fpy'd it. 
Then it muft be allow’d, that, whenever I fhine, 
I forward the Grafs, and I ripen the Vine ; 

To me the good Fellows apply for Relief, 
Without whom they could get neither Claret , 
nor Beef; 

Yet their Wine and their Victuals tliefe Cur- 
mudgeon Lubbards 

Lock up from my Sight, in Cellars and Cup- 
boards. 

That I have an ill Eye they wickedly think, 
And taint all their Meat, and four all their 
Drink. 

But thirdly and laftly, it muft be allow’d, 

I alone can infpire the poetical Crowd : 

This is gratefully own’d by each Boy in the 
College, 

Whom if I infpire, it is not to my Knowledge. 
This ev’ry Pretender to Rhime will admit, 
Without troubling his Head about Judgment or 
Wit. 

Thefe Gentlemen ufe me with Kindnefs and 
Freedom, 

And as for their Works, when I pleafe I may 
read ’em : 

They lie open on purpofe on Counters and 
Stalls, 

Arid the Titles I view, when I (bine on the 
Walls. 

But a Comrade of yours, that Traitor Delany , 
Whom I for your Sake love better than any, 

' A*a 

* 
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And of my mere Motion, and fpecial good Grace , 
Intended in Time to fucceed in your Place, 

On Tuefday, the Tenth, feditioufly came, ‘ 
With a certain falfe Traitrefs, one Stella by 
Name, 

To the Deanery Houfe, and on the North Glafs, 
Where for Fear of the Cold I never can pals ; . 
Then and there, Pi Armis, with a certain 
Utenfil, 

Of Value five Shillings, in Engltjh a Pencil, 

Did malicioufiy, falfiy, and trait'roufly write, 
Whilft Stella aforelaid ftcod by with a Light. 
My Sifter has lately depos’d upon Oath, 

That fiie ftopt in her Couri’e to look at them 
both : 

That Stella was helping, abetting and aiding j 
And ftill as he writ, ftcod fmiling and reading : 
That her*Eyes were as bright as myl'elf at Noon- 
day, 

But her graceful black Locks were mingled 
with grey ; 

And by the Defcription I certainly know, 
Tisthe Nymph that I courted lome ten Years 
ago; 

Whom when I with the beft of my Talents 
< endu’d 

Oil her Promife of yielding, (he acted the 
Prude : 

That fome Verfes were writ with felonious 
Intent, 

Dirett to the North] where I never went : 



That 
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That the letters appear'd reverie thro’ the 
Pane, 

But in Stella's bright Eyes they were plac'd 
right again ; 

Wherein fbe diftin£lly could read ev'ry Line, 
And prefently guefs'd the Fancy was mine. 

Now you fee, why his Verfes fo feldom are 
fhewn ; 

The Real'on is plain, they're none of his own j 
And oblerve while you live, that no Man is fhy 
To difcover the Goods he came honeftly by. 

If I light on a Thought, he’ll certainly deal it. 
And when he has got it, find Ways to conceal 
it : 

Of all the fine Things he keeps in the Dark, 
There's fcarce one in ten, but what has my* 
Mark ; 

And let them be feen by the World if he dare. 
I’ll make it appear they are all ftolen Ware. 

But as for the Poem he writ on your Safh, 

I think I have now got him under my Lafh ; 

My Sifter tranfcrib'd it laft Night to his Sorrow, • 
And the Publick ftiall lee't if I live till To- 
morrow. 

Thro’ the Zodiac around, it fhall quickly be 
fpread 

In all Parts of the Globe, where your Lan- 
guage is read. 

He knows very well, I ne’er gave a Refufal, 
When he alk’d for my Aid in the Forms that 
are ufual : 

But the Secret is this ; I did lately intend 
To write a few Verfes on you, as my Friend : 

' I 

* 



Digitized by Google 




Poems on federal Occajions. 2 1 

I {Uulied a Fortnight* before I could find. 

As I rode in my Chariot, a 'Thought to my 
Mind, 

And refolv’d* die next Winter, (for that is my 
Time, 

When the Days are at ihorteft) to get it in 
Rhime j 

Till then it was lock'd in my Box at ParnnfJ'usi 
When that fubtle Companion, in hopes to iur- 
pafs us, 

Conveys out my Paper of flints by a Trick, 
(For I think iri my Conference hC deals with old 
Nick ) 

And from my own Stock provided with To- 
picks. 

He gets to a Window beyond both the Tro- 
picks s 

There out of my Sj f *;ht, juft againft the North 
Zone, 

Writes down my Conceits, and calls them his 
own $ 

And you, like a Cully, the Bubble can fwallow ; 
Now, who but Delany, that writes lik c Apollo ? 
High Treafon by Statute ! But here you object, 
He only ftole Hints, but the Verfe is correct 3 
Tho' the Thought be Apollo's, ’tis finely ex- 
prefs’d. 

So a T^hief fteals my Horfe, and lias him well 
• drels’d. 

Now whereas the faid Criminal feems paft 
Repentance, . 

We Pkcebus think fit to proceed to the Sentence. 

Since 
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Since Delany has dar’d, like Prometheus his Sire, 
To climb to our Region, and thence to fteal 
Fire ; 

We order a Vulture, in Shape of the Spleen, 
'I'd prey on his Liver, but not to be feen. 

And we order our Subje&s of evYy Degree, 

To believe all his Verfes were writteh by me : 
And, under the Pain of our higheft Difpleafure, 
To call nothing his but the Rhime and the 
Meafure. 

And laftly, for Stella juft out of her Prime, 

I’m too much reveng’d already by Time. 

In return to her Scorn, I fent her Difeafes, 
But will now be her Friend, whenever (he 
pleafes. 

And the Gifts I beftow’d her .will find her a 
Lover, 

Tho’ ftie lives to be grey as a Badger all over. 



An Elegy on the much lamented 
Death of Mr 4 . Demar, the famous 
, rich Ufurer , who died the Sixth 
of July 1720. 

Written in the Year 1720. « 

JT’NOW' all Men by thefe PrefentSy Death the 
By Mortgage hath fecur’d the Corps of Demar ; 
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Nor can four Hundred Tkoufand Sterling Pound 
Redeem him from his Prifon under Ground. 
His Heirs might well, of all his Wealth pofleft. 
Bellow to bury him one Iron Cheft. 

Plutus the God of Wealth, will joy to know 
His faithful Steward in the Shades below. 

He walk’d the Streets, and wore a thread-bare 
Cloak ; « 

He din’d and fupp’d at Charge of other Folk ; 
And bv his Looks, had he held out his Palms. 
He might be thought an Obje< 5 l fit for Alms j 
So, to the Poor if he refus'd his Pelf, 
lie us’d them full as kindly as himfelf. 



Where'er he went, he never faw his Betters j 
Lords , Knights and 'Squires, were all his hum- 
ble Debtors $ 

And under Hand and Seal, the Irijh Nation 
Were forc’d to own to him their Obligation. 

He that could once have half a Kingdom 
bought, . 

In half a Minute is not worth a Groat. 

His Coffers from the Coffin could not lave, 

Ncr all his Int'rejl keep him from the Grave. 

A golden Monument would not be right, 
Becaule we wilh the Earth ppon him light. 



Oh London Tavern thou haft loft a Friend, 
Tho’ in thy Walls he ne'er did Farthing fpends 
He touch'd the Pence when others touch'd the 
Pot *, 

The Hand that fign'd the Mortgage paid the 
Shot. 

Old 
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Old as he was, no vulgar known Difcafe . . 
On him could ever hoalt a Pow'r to feizc ; 

But as his Gold he weigh'd, grim Death in 
fpight, 

Call in his Dart, which made three Moidores 
light; 

And as he f^w his darling Money fail, 

Blew his lart Breath to fink the lighter Scale. 

He, who fo long was cia-resit, ’twould be 
ftrange 

If he (hon’d now be cry'd down fince*his Change, 

The Sexton (hall green Sods on thee beftow; 
Alas, the Sexton is thy Banker now . 

A difmal Banker mull that Banker be. 

Who gives no Bills but of Mortality . 



The E P I T A P H. 



“BENEATH this verdant Hillock lies 
& Demar the Wealthy, and the Wife, 
His Heirs, that he might fafely refi y 
Have put his Careafe in a Chert ; 

The very Chert: in which they fay , 

His other Self, his Money lay. 

And if his Heirs continue kind 
To that dear Self he left behind y 
J dare believe , that Four hi Five 
Will think his better Self alive. 



The 
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The Run upon the Bankers. 

Written in the Year 1720* 

I. 

'T'HE bold Encroachers on the Deep, 

-*• Gain by Degrees huge Trafts ol Land, 
Till Neptutie with one gen’ral Sweep 
Turns all again to barren Strand. 

II. 

The Multitude's capricious Pranks 
Are faid to reprelent the Seas j 
Breaking the Bankers and the Banks , 

Relume their own whene’er they pleafe, 

ni. 

Money, the Life-blood of the Nation, 

Corrupts and Magnates in the Veins, 

Unlefs a proper Circulation 

Its Motion and its Heat maintains. 

* IV. 

Becaufe ’tis Lordly not to pay, 

Quakers and Aldermen , in State, 

Like Peers , have Levees ev’ry Day 
Of Duns attending at their Gate, 

V. 

We want our Money on the Nail ; 

The Banker's ruin’d if he pays : 

They feem to aft an ancient Tale ; 

The Birds are met to Hr ip the Jays. 

Vol. VIII. . D VL Riches. 
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• VI. 

* 

Riches, the wileft Monarch Tings, 

Make Pinions for them/ elves to Jly : 

They fly like Bats, on Parchment Wings „ 

And Geefe their Silver Plumes fupply. 

VII. 

No Money left for fquand’ring Heirs ! 

Bills turn the Lenders into Debtors : 

The Wifh of Nero now is theirs, 

That they bad never knovm their Letters , 

VIII. 

Conceive the Works of Midnight Hags, 
Tormenting Fools behind their Backs : 

Thus Bankers o’er their Bills and Bags 
Sit fqueezing Images of Wax. 

IX. 

Conceive the whole Enchantment broke 5 
The Witches left in open Air, » * 

With Power no more than other Folk, 
Expos’d with all their Magick Ware. 

X. 

So pow’rful are a Banker’s Bills, 

Where Creditors demand their Due ; 

They break up Counters, Doors and Tills, 
And leave the e^ipty Chefts in View. 

XI. Thus 
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XI. ' f 

Thus when an Earthquake lets in Light 
Upon the God of Gold and Hell, 

Unable to endure the Sight, 

He hides within his darkeft Cell. 

XII. 

As when a Conj’rer takes a Leafe 
From Satan for a Term of Years, 

The Tenant’s in a difmal Cafe 
Whene’er the bloody Bond appears. 

XIII. 

A baited Banker thus defponds,^ 

From his own Hand forefees his Fall j 
They have his Soul who have his Bonds $ 

’Tis like the Writing on the Wall, 

XIV. 

How will the Caitiff Wretch be fear’d. 

When firft he finds himfelf awake 
At the laft Trumpet, unprepar’d, 

And ali his Grand Account to make ? 



XV. 

For in that univerfal Call 

Few Bankers will to Heav’n be Mounters *, 
They’ll cry, Ye Shops, upon us fall, 

Conceal and cover us, ye Counters ; 

D z XVI. When 
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XVI. 

When Other Hands the Scales fhnll hold. 
And they in Men and Angels Sight , 
Produc'd with all their Bills and Gold, 
Weigh'd in the Ballance , and found light . 



2 " be Defcription of an Irifh Feajl y 
tranjlated almoft literally out of 
the original Irifh. 

u 

m 

\ > 

Tranflated in the Year 1720. 

/~\ROURK' s noble Fare 
^ Will ne’er be forgot. 

By thole who were there. 

Or thofe who were not. 

His Revels to keep, 

W e l’up and we dine 
On l'even Score Sheep, 

Fat Bullocks and Swine. 

Ufqieehaugh to our Feaft , 

In Pails was brought up, 

An Hundred at lealt; 

And a * Madder our Cup. 

* Wooden Vejjel, 

O there 
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O there is the Sport ! 

We rife with the Light, 

In diforderly Sort, 

» From fnoring all Night. 

O how was I trick’d 1 
My Pipe it was broke, 

My Pocket was pick’d, 

I loft my new Cloak. 

I’m rifled, quoth Nelly 

Of Mantle and f Kercher : 

Why then fare them well. 

The De’el take the Searcher. 

Come, Harper, ftrikeup, 

But, firft, by your Favour, 

Boy, give us a Cup : 

Ah l this has feme Savour. 

O Rourk's jolly Boys 

Ne’er dreamt of fhe Matter, 

Till rous’d by the Noife, j 

And mufical Clatter, 

They bounce from their Neft, . 

No longer will tarry, 

They rife ready dreft. 

Without one A‘ve Mary. 

They dance in a Round, . 

Cutting Capers and Ramping ; 

A Mercy the Ground 

Did not burft with their damping. 

The Floor is all wet 

With Leaps and with Jumps, 

While the Water and Sweat, 

Splilh fplafti in their Pumps. 

t Handkerchief. ■ ■ 
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' Blefs yon late and early, 

Laughiin O Enagin , t 

By my Hand, you dance rarely, 

* Margery Grinagin. . ' 

Bring Straw for our Bed, 

Shake it down to the Feet, 

Then over us fpread 
The winnowing Sheet. 

To fhow I don’t ninch, 

Fill the Bowl up again, 

Then give us a Pinch 

Of your Sneezing, + a Yean • 

Good Lord, what a Sight, 

After all their good Cheer, 

For People to fight 

In the midit of their Beer ? 

They rife from their Feaft, 

And hot are their Brains, 

A Cubit at lead 1 

The Length of their || Skeans, 

What Stabs and what Cuts, 

What clatt'ring of Sticks 5 
What Strokes on the Guts, . 

What Ballings atfd Kicks ! 

With Cudgels of Oak, 

Well harden’d in Flame, > 

An Hundred Heads broke, 

An Hundred flruck lame* 

* Ybe Name of an Irifh Woman, f An Irilh 
Word for a Woman. j| Daggers , or fort 
S'Words. 

You 
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You Churl, I’ll maintain 
My Father built Lujk, 

The Caftle of Slain, 

And Carrick Drumrufk : 

The Earl of Kildare 

And Moynalta, his Brother, 

As great as they are, 

I was nurft by their Mother# 

Aik that of old Madam, 

She’ll tell you who’s who, 

As far up as Adam, 

She knows it is true. 

Come down with that Beam, 

If Cudgels are fcarce, 

A Blow on the Weam, 

Or a Kick on the A— -fe« 







A French 
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A French Gentleman dining with fome Company 
on a F aft-day > called for fame Bacon and Eggs. 
The reft 'were very angry , and reproved him 
forfo heinous a Sin : Whereupon he vorote the 
following Lines , extempore, which are here 
tranftated. 

P E UT on croire avec bon fens ' 

Quun lardon le mit en colere , 

On, que manger un harang , 

C'eft un fecret pour luy plaire ? 

En fa gloire envelhp^ 

Songe t'il bien de nos foupe? 



In ENGLISH . 

W HO can believe with common Senfe, 
A Bacon-flice gives God Offence, 
Or, how a Herring hath a Charm 
Almighty Vengeance to difarm ? , 

Wrapt up in Majefty divine. 

Does he regard oh what we dine ? 



The 
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The Author having wrote a Treatife> advifing 
the People of Ireland to wear their own Ma- 
nufactures ; a Profecution was fet. on Foot 
againjl Waters the Printer of it, which was 
carried on with fo much Violence, that one 
Whitftied, then Chief Juf ice, thought pro- 
per, in a Manner the mojl extraordinary, to 
keep the Grand Jury above twelve Hours , 
and to fend them eleven Times out of Court , 
until he had wearied them into a fpecial 

Verdict. 

% 

An Excellent new SONG on a 
feditious Pamphlet. 

To the Tune of Packington’s Pound. 

Written in the Year 1720. 

B Rocado’s andDamalks, and Tabbies, and 
Gawfes, 

Are by Robert Ballentine lately brought over. 
With Forty Things more : now hear what the 
Law fays, A 

Whoe’er will not wear them, is not the 
King’s Lover. 

Tho’ a Printer and Dean 
Seditioufly mean 

Our true lrijh Hearts from old England to wean; 

Well 
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We'll buy Englijh Silks for our Wives and our 
Daughters, 

In Spite of his Deanlhip and Journeyman 
Waters . 



II. 



In England the Dead in Woollen are clad. 

The Dean and his Printer then let us ciy 
Fye on: 

To be cloath’d like a Carcafe would make a 
Teague mad. 

Since a living Dog better is than a dead 
Lyon. 

Our Wives they grow fullen 
At wearing of Woollen, 

And all we poor Shopkeepers imift our Horns 
pull in, 

Then we’ll buy Englifk Silks, 

III. 

. * * 

Whoever our Trading with England would 
hinder. 

To inflame both the Nations do plainly 
confpire j 

Becaufe Ir'tjb Linen will foon turn to Tin- 
der ; . 

And Wool it is greafy, and quickly takes 
Fire. 



There* 
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Therefore I affure ye. 

Our noble Grand Jury, - . ' 

When they law the Dean’s Book they were 
in a great Fury : 

They would buy Englijh Silks for their Wives, 
&c. 

IV. 

• « 

This wicked Rogue Waters, who always it fin- 
ning, 

And before Corum nobus fo oft has been call’d, 

Henceforward lhall print neither Pamphlets nor 
Linen, 

And, if Swearing can do’t, lhall be fwing- 
ingly mawl’d : 

And as for the Dean, 

Y ou know whom I mean , 

If the Printer will peach him, he’ll fcarce 
come off clean. 

Then we’ll buy Englijh Silks for our Wives 
and our Daughters, 

In Spite of his Deanlhip and Journeyman 
Waters* 






Car' 
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Carberi a Rupes in Comitatu Cor- 
gagenfi apud Hybernicos. 

Scriplit Jun. Ann. Dom. 1723. 

E * C C E ingens fragmen fcopuli, quod ver- 
f tice fummo 

Deluper impendet, nullo fundamine nixum 
Pecidit in flu&us : maria undique & undique 
fax a 

Horifono ftridore tonant, & ad aethera murmur 
Erigitur j trepidatque fuis Neptunus in undis. 
Nam, longaventi rabie,atque alpergine crebra 
^Equorei laticis, fpecus ima mpe cavatur : 
Jam fultura mit, jam fumma cacumina nutant 
J^m cadit in praeceps moles, & verberat und^s. 
Attonitus credas, nine dejeciffe Tonantem 
jVlontibus impofitos mpntes, & Pelion alturq 
In capita anguipedum coelo jaculatle g'igantura, 

Saepe etlam fpeluncaimmani aperitur hiatu 
Exefa e fcopulis, & utrinque foramina pandit, 
Hinc atque hinc a ponto ad pontum pervi* 
Phoebo. 

Cautibus enorme jun&is laquearia te6H 
Forjnantur j moles olim ruitura fuperne, 
Fomice lublimi nidos ftruxere palumbes, 

Inque imo ftagni pofuere cubilia phocaj. 



Scd, 
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Sed, cum faevit hieras, & venti, careers 
rupto, 

Immenfos volvimt fluffs ad eulralna mOntis, » 
Non obleflae arces, non fulmina vmdice dextra 



Mifla Jovisj quoties inimicas fasvitin urbes, 
Exaequant foiiitura undarum, venientCprocelli : 
Littora littoribus reboant $ vieinia late, 

Gens afTueta mari, & pedibu* percurrere riipss, 
T erretur tarnen, & longe fugit, arva relinquens. 



Gramina dum carpunt pendeates rupe ca« 
pellae 

yi falientis aquae de fuxnrao praecipitantur, 

Et dulces animas lino fub gurgite linquunt. 

* ^ • IT 

Pifcator terra non audet veil ere funem j 
Sed latet in portu tremebUndus* & aera fedum 
Maud fperans,Nereum precibus votifque fatigat. 




1 * 4 

« ** * 

. > » : 



for. X. € ifn 
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# » * " * • 

We have added a Tranfiation of the preceding 
Poem , for the Benefit of our Englifh Readers , 
It is done by Mr. W. Diinkin, M. A. for 
. whom our fuppofed Author hath expreffed >a 
great Regard, on Account of his ingenious 
Performances , although unacquainted with 
Jim. . . 

Carbery Rocks in the County of 
Cork, Ireland. 

L O ! from the Top of yonder Cliff, that 
fhrouds 

Jts airy Head amidft the azure Clouds, 

Hangs a large Fragment ; deftitute of Props ! 
Prone on the Waves the rocky Ruin drops ! 
With hoarfe Rebuff the fwelling Seas rebound. 
From Shore to Shore the Rocks return th$ 
Sound : ^ , 

The dreadful Murmur Heaven’s high Conye* 
cleaves. 

And Neptune fhrinks beneath his fnbjeft Waves i 
For, long the whirling Winds and beatingTides 
Had fcoop’d a Vault mtodts nether Sides. 

Now yields the Bafe, the Summits nod, now 
urge 

Their headlong Ceurfe, and lafh the founding 
Surge, 

•' Not 



rv** i 



Digitized by Google 




Poems on federal Occafions* ■ 39 

Not louder Noife could /hake the guilty World, 
When Jo<ve heap’d Mountains upon Mountains 
. hurl’d j 

Retorting Peliott from his dread Abode, 

To cru£h Earth’s Rebel-Sons beneath the Load. 

Oft too with hideous Yawn the Cavern wide 
Prefents an Orifice on either Side, 

A difmal Orifice from Sea to Sea 
Extended, pervious to the God of Day : 
Uncouthly join’d, the Rocks ftupendous form - 
An Arch, the Ruin of a future Storm •/ 

High oh the Cliff their Neds the IVoodqueJis ' 
make, , 

And fea-calves liable in the oozy Lake. 

But when bleak Winter with his fullen Train 
Awakes the Winds, to vex the watry Plain j 
When o’er the craggy Steep, without Controul, 
Big with the Blafi the raging Billows roul j 
Not Towns beleaguer'd, not the flaming Brand, 
Darted from Heav'n by Jove ' s avenging Hand, 
Oft as on impious Men his Wrath he pours, 
Humbles their Pride, and blafls their gilded 
Tow’rs, 

Equal the Tumult of this wild Uproar : 

Waves rufh o’er Waves, rebellows Shore to 
Shore. 

The neighb’ring Race, tho’ wont to brave the 
Shocks 

Of angry Seas, and run along the Rocks, 

Now pale with Terror, while the Ocean foams. 
Fly far and wide, nor truft their native Homes. 

E a The 
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• • i 

The Goats, while pendent from the Mp.urj- 
tain-top 

Tlje wither’d Herb improvident they crop, 
Wafh’d down the Precipice with hidden Sweep. 
Leave their fweet Lives beneath th’ unfathom’a 

r\ *• J *• ' * • 

Deep. 

The frighted Fi/her with defponding Eyes, 
Tho’ fafe, yet trembling in the Harbour lies ? 
>Jor hoping to behold the Skies f&rene, 

Wearies with Vows the Monarch of the lylajn 
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W * 

UPON T'HE 

HORRID PLOT 

• « 

\ 

r . ' 

DISCOVER’D BY 

HA RLE I N 

4 , if 

The Bifhop of Rechejler’s French 
• Dog. f 

: . v -i 

In a Dialogue between a Whig and a Tory. 

«« • * 

/ 

Written in the Year 1723. 

I Alk’d a Whig the other Night, 

How came this wicked Plot to Light t 
He anfwer'd, that a Dog of late 
Inform’d a M - — - of State. 

Said I, Trom thence I nothing know $ 

For, are not all Informers fo ? { 

A Villain who his Friend betrays, 

We liyle him by*no' other Phrafe } 

* » 4 

+ See tbe Proceedings in Parliament againji 
the fiifkop of Ro«.hefter, x , State Trials, Vol. VI, 

S 3 , *** 
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And foa perjur’d Dog denotes 
Porter , and P render gajl, and Oates, 

And forty others I Cpuldname. 

Whig. But you muft know this Dog was lame. 
Tory. A weighty Argument indeed j 
Your Evidence was lame. Proceed: * 

pome, help your lame Deg o'er the Style . ' 

, Whig. Sir, you miftake me all this while ; 

I mean a Dog , without a Joke, 
pan howl, and bark, but never fpoke, 

Tory. I’m ftill to feek which Do^you mean ; 
Whether Curr Plunkett , or Whelp Skean , 

An Englijh or an Iri/h Hound ; 

Or t’other Puppy that was qrown’d, 
pr Mafon, that abandon’d Bitch : 

Then pray be free, and tell me which : 

For, every Stander-by was marking 
That all tne Noife they made was barking . 

You pay them well j the Dogs have got 
Their Dog-heads hra Porridge Pot : 

And ’twas but juft j for wife Mep fay, . 
That, enPry Dog mufl hasve his Day. 

Dog W-— laid a Quart of Nog on’t, 

He’d either make a Bog or a Dog on't \ 

And lookt, fince he has got his With, 

As if he had thrown down a Dijh. 

Yet, this I dare foretel you from it. 

He’ll foon return to his own Vomit. 

Whig. Befides this horrid Plot was found 
By Neynoe after he was drown’d. 

Tory . Why then the Proverb is not right. 
Since you can teach deadDogs to bite. 

Whig. 

. : 2 
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Whig. I prov’d my Proportion full t 
But Jacobites are ftrangely dull. 

Now, let me tell* you plainly, Sir, 

.Our Witnefs- is a real Curr, '■ •' 

A Dog of Spirit for his Y ears, 

Has twice two Legs, two hanging Ears ; 

His Name is Harlequin , I wot, 

And that’s a Name in every Plot r , 

Refolv’d to lave the Briti/h Nation, 

Tho’ French by Birth and Education ; 

His Correfpondence plainly dated ’ ‘ 

Was all decypher’d and tranjlated, . 

His Anfwers were exceeding pretty ■{' 

Before the fecr^t wife Committee : v • 

fConfeft as plain as he could bark : 

Then with his Fore-foot let his Mark. 

Tory. Then all this while have I been bub* 
bled, * * 

I thought it was a Dog in Doublet : 

The Matter now no longer fticks ; 

For Statefmen never want Dog-Pricks, 

But, fince it was a real Curr, ' V ^ 

And not a Dog in Metaphor, 

I give you Joy of the Report, 

That he’s to have a Place at C . 

Whig . Yes, and a Place he will grow rich in j 
A Tum-fpit in the R — K— 

Sir, to be plain ? I tell you what. 

We had Occafion for a Plot : 

And when we found the Dog begin it, 

We guefs’dthe Bilhop’s Foot was in it. 

'Tory. I own it was adang’rous Project ; 

And you have prov'd it by Dcg-Logick. ' 

• Sure 

, 7 

S i * »! V* 
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Sure fuch Intelligence between 
A Dog ifbd B— - ne'er was feen. 

Till you began to change the Breed $ 
Your Bithops all are D—gs indeed. 



JOAN cudgels NED. 

Written in the Year 1725. 

0 A N cudgels Ne4t yet Ned's a Bully 
J Will cudgels Befs, yet Will's a Cully. 
Die Ned and Befs, give Will to Joan, 

She dares not fay her Life’s her own. 

Pie Joetn and Will, give Befs to Ned, 

And ev’ry Day /he combs his Head , 



•* 

% 





i 1 • - 



• Stella 
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hi 



Stei. l a at Park. 

• • -t 4 * 

^ Houfe of Charles Ford, Af/7# 

from Dublin. 



* ■ ■ - Cuicumque nocere njolebat 

V fimenta daba( prefiofa. 

. , l * :[ • • . ■ r. 

Written in the Year 1 723.. 

• * ; % 0 

D O N Carlos in a merry Spite, 

Did Stella to his Houfe* invite ; 
entertain’d her half a Year 
With gen’rous Wines and coftiy Chear, 
Doji Carlos made her chief Dire&or, - * 
That Ihe might o’er the Servants heflor. 

Jn half a Week the Darae grew nice, 

Got all Things at the higheft Price. 

Now at the Table-Head fhe fits, 

Prefented with the niceft Bits : 

She look’d on Partridges with Scorn, 
Except they taftedofthe Corn *. > f ' 

A Haunch of Ven’lon made her fweat, 
Unlefs it had the right Fumette. 

Don Carlos earneftly would beg, 

Dear Madam, try this Pigeon’s Leg ; 

Was happy when he could prevail 
To make her only touch a Quail. 
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Through Candle -Light ihe view’d the Wine, 
To fee that ev'ry Glafs was fine. 

At laff, grown prouder than the D 1, 

With Feeding high and Treatment civil, 

Don Carlos now began to find 
.His Malice work as he defign’d : 

The Winter- Sky began to frown. 

Poor Stella muff pack off to Town ; 

From purling Streams and Fountains bub- 
bling, 

To * Lijfy ' s {linking Tide at Dublin t 
From wholefome Exercife and Air, 

To foiling in an eafy Chair : 

From Stomach iharp, and hearty feeding. 

To piddle like a Lady breeding : 

From ruling there the Houihold fmgly. 

To be directed here by + Dingly: 

From ev’ry Day a lordly Banquet, 

To half a Joint, and God be thanked t 
From eyVy Meal, Pontack in Plenty, 

To half a Pint one Day in twenty. 

From Ford attending at her Call, 

To Vi fits of 

.From ford , who thinks of nothing mean, 

T o the poor Doings of the D — ni 
From growing Riches, with good Chear, 

To running out, by ftarving here. 

i 

But now arrives the difmal Day ; 

She muff return to |j Ormond Key . 

• 

* The Rinser that runs through Dublin. . 

? A Lady : The two Ladies lodg'd together. 

|j Where the t wo Ladies lodged. 

The 
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The Coachman ftopt ; Ihc look’d and fwore 
The R&fcal had miftook the Door s 
At coming in you law her ftoop ; 

The Entry brulh’d againft her Hoop j 
Each Moment riling in her Airs, 

She curft the nanow winding Stairs : 

Began a thousand Faults to fpy ; 

The Ceiling hardly fix Foot high ; 

The fmutty Wainicot full of Cracks, 

And half the Chairs with broken Backs \ 
Her Quarter’s out at Lady-Day* 

She vows Ihe will no longer day 
In Lodgings, like a poor Gnzette , 

While there are Lodgings to be let. 

. ... . 10 ; ' 

# 

Howe’er, to keep her Spirits up, 

She fent for Company to Hip : 

When all the while you might remark, 

She drove in vain to ape Wood-Park. 

Two Bottles call’d for (half her Store, 

The Cupboard cpuld contain but four Q 
A Supper worthy of herfelf. 

Five Nothings in five Plates of Delph. 

Thus for a Week the Farce went on $ 
When all her Country-Savings gone, 

§he fell intp hep former Scene, 

Small Beer, a Herring, and the D n. 

* 

Thus far in Jed : Thqugh^iow, I fear. 
You think my Jefting too fevere } 

But Poets, when a Hint is pew* 

Regard pot whether falfc or true 3 

a 
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Yet Raillery gives no Offence, 

Where Truth has not the leaft Pretence 5 
Nor can be more fecurely plac’d, 

Than on a Nymph of Stella's Tafte. 

I muft confefs, your Wine and Vittle 
I was too hard Upon, a little : 

Your Table neat, your Linen fine ; 

And, though in Miniature, you fhine : 
Yet, when you fighto leave Wood-Park, 
The Scene, the W elcome, and the Spark,' 
To languifh in this odious Town , 

And pull your haughty Stomach down 5 
\Ve think you quite miftake the Cafe, 
The Virtue lies hot in the Place s 
For, though my Raillery were true, 

A Cottage is Wood-Park with you. 



1 

. * , % 

A quibbling ELEGY on the 
Worlhipful Judge Boat . 

•Written in the Year 1723. * 

* V 

tTf* O mournful Ditties, Clio, chang6 thy 
JL ' Note, 

Since cruel Fate hath funk our Juftice Boat. 
Why fhouid he Jink where nothing feem’d to 

<Tof 



His 



prefs ? 
Lading little, 



and bis Ball of lefs. 
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Tojl in the Waves of this tempefuous World, 

At length, his Anchor fixt, and Canvas furl'd. 
To * Lazy -Hill retiring from his Court, 

At his * Ring's-End, he founders in the Port, 
With h Water fill’d he could no longer float 9 
The common Death of many a ftronger Boat. ' 

APoftfo fill’d, on Nature’s Laws entrenches: 
Benches on Boats are plac’d, not Boats on 
t ' Benches . „ » 

And yet our Boat , how fha.ll I reconcile it ? 
Was both a Boat, and in one Senfe a Pilot. c 
With ev'ry Wind he fail'd , and well could tack s 
Had many Pendents , but abhorr’d a || Jack. 
He’s gone, although his Friends began to hope 
That he might yet be lifted by a Rope. 

Behold the awful Bench on which he fat, 

He was as hard, and pond'rous Wood as that : 
Yet, when his Sand was out we find at laft, 
That Death has overfet him with a Blafi . 

Our Btrat is now fad'd to the Stygian Ferry, 
There to fupply old Charon's leaky Wherry : 
Charon in him will ferry Souls to Hell : 

A Trade, our § Boat hath pra&is’d here fo 
well. 

* Two Villages near the Sea , where Boatmen 
and Seamen live. 

f It voasfaid he died cf a Dropjy. 

|1 A Cant Word for a Jacobite. , _ 

§ In hanging People as a Judge . 

And, 
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And, Cerberus hath ready in his Paws, 

Both Pitch and Brwijione to fill up his Flaws $ 
Yet, fpite of Death and Fate, I here main- 
. . tain 

We may place Boat in his old Pofi again. 

The Way is thus ; and well deierves your 

Thanks : 

Take the three firongeft of his broken Planks, 
Fix them on high* confpicuous to be feen. 
Form’d like the •Triple-Tree near * Stephen* 
Green ; 

And, when we view it thus with Thief at End 
on’t, ' - • i 

We’ll cry ; look, here’s our Booty and thenc’fc 
• the Pendant. 



The EPITAPH. 



TT F R £ lies Judge Boat within a Coffin ,• 
Priay, Gentle -fdhy forbear your Scoffing, 
A Boat a Judge ! yes . where's the Blunder ? 



vf Wooden Judge is no fucb Wonder. 

And in his Robes, you muff agree. 

No Boat was better deckt than He . 

’TiV needlefs to deferibe him fuller, 

Injhort , he was an aide f Sculler. 

* Where the Dublin Gallows funds. 

+ Query, Whether the Author meant Scholar, 
ana wilfully miilook. * 



ARe- 
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• * * * * 

A Receipt to reftore Stella’s 

Youth. 



Written in th 



e^ear 1724-5 




T H E Scotti/b Hinds, too poor to horde 
In frofty Nights their flawing Cows, 
While not a Blade of Grafs or Hay 
Appears from Michaelmas to May, . . 
Muft let their Cattle range in vain < : , 
For Food, along the barren Plain. 

Meagre and lank with falling grown. 

And nothing left but Skin and Bone ; 
Expos’d to Want, and Wind, and Weather, 
They juft keep Life and Soul together, 

’Till Summer Show’rs and Evening's Dew, 
Again the verdant Glebe renew ; 

And as the Vegetables rife. 

The famifh'd Cow her Wants fupplies 5 
Without an Ounce pf laft Year’s Flefh, 
Whate’er fhe gains is young and frefh ; 
Grows plump and round, and full of Mettle, 
As rifing from Medea's Kettle j 
With Youth and Beauty to enchant 
Europa's counterfeit Gallant. 



r » 

Why, Stella, fhould you knit your Brow, 
If I compare you to the Cow ? 

*Tis juft the Cafe j for you have failed • 

So long, till all your Flefh is wafted, . 



Fa 
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And muftagainft the warmer Days 
Be fent to * Quilca down to graze ; 

Where Mirth* and Exercife* and Air, 

Will loon your Appetite repair : 

The Nutriment will from within 
Round all your Body ^ump your Skin .5 
Will agitato the Lazj®bod, 

And fill y our Veins vrnn fprightly Blood: 
Nof Flefti nor Blood will be the fame, 
Norought of Stella but the Name ; 

For, what was ever underftood 
By human Kind, but Flefh and Blood ? 

And if your Flefh and Blood be new, 

You’ll be no more your former You ; 

But for a blooming Nymph will pafs 
Juft Fifteen, coming Summer’s Grafs : 

Your jetty Locks with Garlands crown’d ; 
While all the ’Squires from nine Miles round* 
Attended by a Brace of Curs, 

With Jocky Boots and Silver Spurs $ 

No lefs than Juftices o’ {Quorum, 

Their Cow-Boys bearing Cloaks before ’urn t 
Shall leave deciding broken Pates, 

To kil's your Steps at <Quilca Gates. 

But, left you Ihould my Skill difgrace, 

Come back before you’re out of Cafe : 

For if to Michaelmas you ftay, 

The new-born Flefh will melt away ; 

The ’Squires in Scorn will fly the Houle 
For better Game, and look for Groufe : 



# A Friend's Houfe, fe-ven or eight Miles from 
Dublin, v - » . v - 

- * But 
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But here, before the Froft can marr it, 

Vr e’ll make it firm with Beef and Claret. 

♦ t * * t*. , . 




^•Whitshejd’j Motto on bis Coach* 



-- j •• . , • * . 

LlBERTAS ET NATALE SOLUM. 

liberty and my native Country. 

Written in the Year 1724. 




IB E RT AS & natale Solum ; 

Fine Words ! I wonder where you ftole s 



’um. 



Could nothing but thy chief Reproach, 

Serve for a Motto on thy Coach ? 

But let me now the Words tranflate : 

Natale Solum ; My Eftate : 

My dear Eftate, how well I love it ! 

My Tenants, if you doubt, will prove it i 
They fwear I am fo kind and good, 

J hug them till I fqueeze their Blood. 



Libertas bears a large Import 1 _ 

Firft, how to fwagger in a Cpurt ; 

And, Secondly, to (hew my Fury 
Againft an un-complying Jury ; 

f The Chief JuJlke who profecuted the Draper* 

F ^ * And, 
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And, Thirdly, ’tis a new Invention 
To favour Wood and keep ray Penfion ^ 
And, Fourthly, ’tis to play an odd Trick, 
Get the Great Seal, and turn out Brod'rick • 
And, Fifthly, you know whom I mean. 

To humble that vexatious Dean } 

And, Sixthly, for my Soul, to harter it 
For fifty Times its Worth, to C 1 . 

Now, fince your Motto thus you conftrue, 
I mud confefs you’ve fpoken once true. 
Liberia* & natale Solum $ 

You had good Reafon whed you Hole ’urn. 



% < i - - * 

Sene by Dr. Delany to Dr. S , 

in order to be admitted td fpeak 

to him. j \ 

% 

Written in the Year 1724. 

D EAR Sir, I think ’tie doubly hard 

Your Ears and Doors fliould both be 
barr’d. 

Can any thing be more unkind ? 

Mtift I not fee, ’caufe you are blind ? 

Methinks a Friend at Night fhould cheer you, 
A Friend that loves to fee and hear you : 

Why am I robb’d of that Delight, 

When you can be no Lofer by't ? 

Nay, when ’tis plain (for what is plainer ?) . 
Fhat, if you heard, you'd be no Gainer, 

‘ • - - ? rs 
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For fure you are not yet to learn. 

That hearing is not your Concern. 

Then be your Doors no longer barr’d. 

Your Bufinefs, Sir, is to be heard. 



— 



The A N S W E R. 

JT* HE Wife pretend to make it clear, 

1 *Tis no great Lofs to lole an Ear. 

Why are we then fo fond of two, 

When by Experience one would do ? , 

‘ N / 

Tis true, fay they, cut off the Head, 

And there's an End $ the Man is dead j 
Becaufe, among all human Race, 

None e’er was known to have a Brace, 

But confidently they maintain^ 

That, where we find the Members twain. 

The Lofs of one is no fuch Trouble, 

Since t’other will in Strength be double $ 

The Limb furviving, you may fwear. 

Becomes his Brother’s lawful Heir : 

Thus for a Trial, let me beg of 
Your Rev’rence, But to cut one Leg off. 

And you fhall find by this Device, 

The other will be ftronger twice ; 

For, every Day you fhall be gaining 
New Vigour to the Leg remaining. 

So, when an Eye hath loft its Brother, 

You fee the better with the other ; 

Cut 
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Cut off your Hand, and you may do 
With t’other Hand the Work of two : 

Becaufe the Soul her Power contra£b ? 

And on the Brother Limb re-a&s. 

• But, yet the Point is not lo clear in - 
Another Cafe ; the Senfe of Hearing ; 

For tho’ the Place of either Ear, 

Be diftattt as one Head can bear ; 

Yet Galen mod acutely (hews you, 

(Confult his Book de Partium ufu) 

That from each Ear, as he oblervesj 
There creep two auditory Nerves, 

(Not to be l'een without a Glafs) 

Which near the Os Petrofum pals ; 

Thence to the Neck ; and moving thorow there 
One goes to this, and one to t'other Ear, 

Which made my Grand- Dame always lluff- 
her-rEars, , 

Both Right and Left, as Fellow-Sufferers. 

You lee my Learning } but to Ihorten it. 

When my left Ear was deaf a Fortnight, 

To t’other Ear I felt it coming on, 

And thus I fplve this hard Phenomenon, 

’Tis.lrue, a Glafs will bring Supplies 
To weak, or old, or clouded Eyes. 

Your Arms, tho’ both your Eyes were loft. 
Would guard ybhr Nofe againft a Poft. 

Without your Legs, two Legs of Wood 
Are ftronger, ana almoft as good. 

And, asr for Hands, there have been thole 
Who, wanting both, have us’d their Toes, 

But 
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Sat no Contrivance yet appears, 
ffo ftimifh artificial Ears. 

( \ 'i ». * * - ^ »■> •* ■* - t 

. | ~ 

i : 



A quiet Life and a good Name. 

...•» » ■* V 

te __ 1 ^ . 1.1 

To a Friend who married a Shrew. ' \ 

> • r 

Written about the Year 1724. , 

71 TELL fcolded in fo loud a Din, - 
* That Will durft hardly venture in 
He malk’t the conjugal Dilpute ; « 

Nell roar’d inceliant, Dick late mute : 

But, when he law his Friend appear, 

Cry’d bravely, Patience, . good my Dear. 

At Sight of Will file bawl’d no more, j.. * 
But hurry ’d out and clapt the Door. 



Why Dick f the Devil’s in thy Nell , 

(Quoth Will) thy Houle is worfe than Hell : 
Why, what a Peal the Jade has rung ! 

Damn her, why don’t you fiit her T ongtie ? ' 
For nothing elfe will make it ceale. 

Dear Will, I fuffer this for Peaoe : 

I never quarrel with my Wife ; 

I bear it for a quiet Life.. * “ 'r . ~ 

Scripture you know exhorts us to it $ 

Bids us to feek Peace , and enfue it. 

Will went again to vifit Dick j 
And ent’ring in the very Nick, 

Hal 
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'the Trentices procur’d a Riding, 

To aft his Patience, and her Chiding. 

Falfe Patience and miftaken Pride ! 
There are ten thoufand Dicks befide $ 
Slaves to their Quiet and good Name, 
Are us'd like Dick , and bear the Blame 




■Poems oh federal Occafions* 6*1 
’Till me that Tyrant Man efpy’d, 

And dragg’d me from my Mover’s Side : 

No ^Wonder now I look'd fo thin $ 

The Tyrant ftriptme to the Skin : 

My Skin he flay’d, my Hair he cropt j 
At Head and Foot my Body lopt s 
And then, with Heart more hard than Stone, 
He peckt my Marrow from the Bone. 

To vex me more, he took a Freak 
To flit my Tongne and make me fpeak t 
But that which wonderful appears,- 
I fpeak to Eyes, and not to Ears. 

He oft employs me in Difguife, 

* And makes me tell a thoufand Lies : 

To me he chiefly gives in Trull 
To pleafe his Malice, or his Lull. 

From me no Secret he can hide j 
I fee his Vanity and Pride 
And my Delight is to expofe 
His Follies to his greatell F<Je$. 

All Languages I can command. 

Yet not a Word I underftand. 

Without my Aid the bed Divine 
In Learning would not know a Line > 

The Lawyer mull forget his Pleading, 

The Scholar - could not fliew his Reading, 

Nay ; Man, my Mailer, is my Slave : 

I give Command to kill orfavef ( 

Can grant ten thpufand Pounds a Y ear. 

And make a Beggar’s Brat a Peer, 

Vol. X. G B(rt 
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But, while I thus my Life relate, 

I only haften on my Fate. , 

My Tongue is black, my Mouthis furr'd, * 
I hardly now can force a Word. 

I die unpitied and forgot } 

Ao d on feme Dunghill left to rot* 

II. 1 

r , 

ANOTHER.’ - 

A L L-ruling Tyrant of the Earth, f 

, To vileft Slaves I owe my Birth* 

How is the greateft Monarch bleft. 

When in my gaudy Liv’ry dreft ! 

No haughty Nymph hasPowY to run 
From me, or my Embraces fhun. 

Stabb’d to the Heart, condemn’d to Flame> 
My Conftancy isftill the fame. 

The Fav’rite Meflenger of Jove, 

And Lemnian God confulting ftrovc 
To make me glorious to the Sight 
Of Mortals, and the Gods Delight. 

Soon would their Altars Flame expire. 

If I refus’d to lend them Fire. 




III. AN 0- 

✓ 

* « 

N 
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nr. 

ANOTHER. 



B Y Fate exalted high in Places 

Lo, here I ftand with double Face $ 
Superior none on Earth I find ; 

But fee below me all Mankind. 

Yet, as it oft attends the Great, 

I almoft fink with my own Weight « 

At every Motion undertook, 

The Vulgar all confult my Look * 

I fometiraes give Advice in Writings 
But never of nay own inditing . 

dt am a Courtier in my Way 5 
For thofe who rais'd me, I betrays 
And fome give out, that I entice 
ToLuft, and Luxury, and Dices 
Who Punifhments on me inflidl, 
Becaufe they find their Pockets pickt* 

By riding Poji I lofe my Health $ 
A&d only to get others W ealth. 1 



G 2 
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I’m too profufe, fomc Cens’rers cry. 

And all I get, I let it fly : 

While others give me many a Curie, 

Becaufe too clofe I hold my Purfe 
But this I know, in either Cafe 
They dare not charge me to my Face. 

Tis true indbed, fometimes I 
Sometimes run out of ail I have ; 

But when the Year is at an End, 

Computing what I get and fyend 9 
My Goings out t and Comings in , ' 

I cannot find I lofe or win j 
And therefore all that know me, fay 
I jiiftly keep the middle Way. 

I’m always by my Betters led 5 
I Iz&get up, and firft a~hed ; 

Though, if I rife before my fime^ 

The leam’d iii Sciences fublime, 

Confult the Stars, and thence foretel 
Good Luck to thole with whom I dwell, 

. ■ + 

v. 

ANOTHER- 

* 9 

T HE Joy of Man, the Pride of Brutes, 
Domeftic Subject for Dilputes, 

Of Plenty thou the Emblem fair, 

Adorn'd by Nymphs with all their Care ; 

I law thee rais’d to high Renown, 

Supporting half the Britijb Crown ; * 

G 3 And 
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And often have I leen thee grace 
The chafte Diana's infant Face ; 

And whenfoe'er you pleafe to fhine, 

Lels ufeful is her Light than thine j 
Thy num’rous Fingers know their Way 
And oft in Celias T refies play. v 

To place thee in another View, 

I'll fiiew the World ftrange Things and true $ 
What Lords and Dames of high Degree, 

May juftly claim their Birth from thee ; 

The Soul of Man with Spleen you vex j 
Of Spleen you cure the Female Sex. 

Thee for a Gift the Courtier fends 
With Pleafure to his fpecial Friends s 
He gives j and with a gcn’rous Pride, 
Contrives all Means the Gift to hide ; 

Nor oft can the Receiver know. 

Whether he has the Gift or no; 

On airy Wiags you take your Flight# 

And fly unfeen both Day and Night j 
Conceal your Form with various Tricks ; 
i And few know how and where you fix. 

Yet, fome who ne’er beftow’d thee, boaft 
That they to others give thee moft. 

Mean time, the Wife a Queftion ftart. 

If thou a real Being art $ 

Or, but a Creature of the Brain, 

That gives imaginary Pain ; 

But the fly Giver better knows thee ; 

Who feels true Joys when he beftows thee. 



VI. 
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A N OTHER. 

T HOUGH I, alas ! a Pris’ner be, 

My Trade is, Pris’ners to fet free. 

No Slave his Lord’s Commands obeys. 

With fuch infinuating Ways. 

My Genius piercing , jharp and bright , 
Wherein the Men of Wit delight. 

The Clergy keep me for their Eafe, 

And turn and 'wind me as they pleafe. 

A new and wond’rous Art I Ihow 
Of raifing Spirits from below $ 

In Scarlet fome, and fome in White : 

They rife, walk round, yet never fright. 

In at each Mouth the Spirits pafs, 

Diftin&ly feen as through a Glafs s 
O’er Head and Body make a Rout, 

And drive at laft all Secrets out : 

And ftill, the more I Ihow my Art, 

The more they open enPry Heart* 

A greater Chemift none, than I, 

Who, from Materials hard and dry. 

Have taught Men to extraSl with Skill, 

More precious Juice than from a Still. 

»# • 
Although I’m often out of Cafe , 

I'm not afham’d to Ihow my Fan* . _ 

’ ' Though 



o 
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Though at the Tables of the Great, 

I near the Side-board take my Seat ; 

Y et, the plain 'Squire, when Dinner’s done. 
Is never pleas’d till I make one t 
He kindly bids me near him Hand j 
And often takes me by the Hand. 

I twice a Day a hunting go 5 
Nor ever fail to feize my Foe } ( 

And, when I have him by the Pole^. 

I drag him upwards from his Hole, 

Though fome are of fo ftubborn Kind, 

I’m forc'd to leave a Limb behind. 

V 

I hourly wait fome fatal End, 

For, I can break, but fcora to bend. 



ANOTHER. 

The Gulph of all human Poifeflions. 

Written in the Year 1724. 

C O ME hither and behold the Fruits, 

Vain Man, of all thy vain Purfuits, 

Take wife Advice and look behind. 

JBring all paji Aihons to thy Mind, 

Here 

3 
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Here you may fee, as in a Giafs, 

How Toon all human Pleafures pafs. 

How will it mortify thy Pride, * 

To turn the true impartial Side ! • 

How will your Eyes contain their Tears, 

When all die fad Reverfe appears ! 

- *: 

This Cave within its Womb confines 
The laft Reful t of all Defigns : 

Here lie depofited the Spoils 
Of bufy Mortals endleis Toils : 

Here, with an eafy Search we find 
The / oh/ Corruptions of Mankind. 

The wretched Purchafe here behold 
Of Traytors, who their Country fold. 

• 

This Gulph infatiable imbibes 
The Lawyer’s Fees, the Statefman’s Bribes. 
Her’e, in their proper Shape and Mien, 

Fraud, Perjury, and Guilt are feen, 

Neceflity, the Tyrant's Law, 

All human Race muft hither draw : 

All prompted by the fame Defire, 

The vig’rous Youth, and aged S : re : 

Behold the Coward, and the Brave, 

The haughty Prince, the humble Slave, 
Phyfician, Lawyer, and Divine, 

All make Oblations at this Shrine. . . 

Some enter boldly, fome by Stealth, 

And leave behind their fnntlefs Wealth. 

For while the balhful Sylvan Maid, -. 

As half alham'd, and half afraid. 

Approach- 
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Approaching finds it hard to part 
With that, which dwelt fo near her Heart $ 
The Courtly Dame, unmov’d by Fear, 
Profufcly pours her Ojf 'rings here. 

i • • • 

A Treafure here of Learning lurks. 

Huge Heaps of never-dying Works 5 
Labours of many an ancient Sage, 

And Millions of the prefent Age. 

wr 

In at this Gulph all Off’rings pafs. 

And lie in uridiftinguifhed Mafs. 

Deucalion, to reftore Mankind 
Was bid to throw the Stones behind^ 

So, thofe, who here their Gifts convey. 

Are forc’d to look another Way ; 

For few, a chofen few, muff know 
The Myftcries that lie below. 

’ Sad Chamel-houfe ! a difmal Dome, 

For which all Mortals leave their Home; 

The Young, the Beautiful, and Brave, 

Here bury’d in one common Grave ; ’ 

Where each Supply of Dead renews 
U n wholefome Damps, offenfeve Denvs : ' 

And lo ! the Writing on the Walls 
Points out where each new ViBim falls ; 

The Food of Worms, and Beafts obfcene. 

Who round the Vault luxuriant reign. 1 

See where thofe mangled Corpfes lie. 
Condemn’d by Female Hands to die ; 

» A come- 
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A comely Dame , once clad in white. 

Lies there confign'd to endlefs Night j , 

By cruel Hands her Blood was fpilt, . . . 

And yet her Wealth was all her Guilt* 

And here, fix Virgins in a Tomb, 
All-beauteous Offspring of one Womb, 

Oft in the Train of Venus feen. 

As fair and lovely as their Queen : 

In Royal Garments each was dreft, 

Each with, a Gold and Purple Veftj 
I faw them of their Garments ftript, 

Their Throats were cut, their Bellies ript. 
Twice were they bury’d, twice were bom. 
Twice from their Sepulchres were torn j 
But now difinember’d here are eaft, *. 
And find a refting Place at laft. 



/ ' 

Here, oft the curious Trav’ler iind* 
The Combat of oppofmg Winds: 

And feeks to learn the fecret Caufe, 
Which alien leems from Nature’s Laws ; 
Why at this Cave's tremendous Month, 

He feels at once both North and South $ 
Whether the Winds in Caverns pent. 
Through Clefts oppugnant force a Vent ; 
Or, whether, op'ning all his Stores , 

Bierce JEolus in Temp eft roars. 

Yet from this, mingled Mafs of Things, 
In Time a new Creation fprings. 

Thefe crude materials once (hall rife. 

To fill the Earth, and Air, and Skies \ 



l* 
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In various Forms appear again 
Of Vegetables, Brutes, and Men. 

So Jove pronounc’d among the Gods, 
Olympus trembling as he nods. 

i 

t VIII. 

ANOTHER. 

* 4 

Louifa to Strephon. 

l 2 

Written in the Year 1724. 

c *'• • 

A H, Strephon , how can you defpife 
Her, who, Without thy Pity dies ? 
To Strephon I have hill been true, . 

And of" as noble Blood as you j 
Fair Iffiie of the genial Bed, 

A Virgin in thy Bofbm bred $ 

Embrac’d thee clofer than a Wife ; 
When thee I leave, I leave my Life. 
Why fliould my Shepherd take amite. 
That oft I wake thee with a Kifs ? 

Yet you of ev’ry Kifs complain 5 
Ah, is not Love a pleafing Pain ? 

A Pain which every happy Night 
You cure withEafe and with Delight 
With Pleafure, as the Poet fmgs, 

Too great for Mortals lefs than Kings, 

Chloe , when on thy Bread I lie, ’ 
Obferyes me with revengeful Eye ; 
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If Chloe cfc r my Heart prevails, 

She’ll tear me with her defp’rate Nails j 
And with relentlefs Hands deftroy 
The tender Pledges of our Joy. 

Nor have I bred a fpurious Race $ 
They all were bom from thy Embrace. 



73 , 



Confider, Strej>bon , what you do ; 

For fhould I die for Love of you, 

I’ll haunt thy Dreams, a bloodlefs Ghofl. \ 
And all my Kin, a num’rous Hod, 

Who down direct our Lineage bring 
From Vigors o'er the Memphian King ; 
Renowm'd in Sieges and Campaigns, 

Who never fled the bloody Plains, 

Who in tempeftuous Seas can fport. 

And fcorn the Pleafures of a Court ; 

From whom great Sylla found his Doom 5 
Who fcourg’d to Death that Scourge of Rome , 
Shall on thee take a Vengeance dire ; 

Thou, like Alcides , (halt expire, 

When his envenom’d Shirt he wore, 

And Skin and Flefli in Pieces tore. , v -> \ ■ 



Nor lefs that Shirt, my Rival’s Gift, 
Cut from the Piece that made her Shift, 
Shall in thy deareft Blood be dy’d, 










And make thee tear thy tainted Hide. 

- 
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ANOTHER. 

Written in the Year 1725. 

* 

D Epiiv'd of Root, and Branch, and Rind^ 
YetFlow’rs I bear of every Kind j 
And fuch is my prolifick Pow’r, 

They bloom in lei’s than half an Hour : 

Yet Standers-by may plainly fee 
They get no Nourifhment from me. 

My Head with Grddinefs goes round j 
And yet I firmly ftand ray Ground ; 

All over naked 1 am feen, 

And painted like an Indian Queen, 

No Couple-Beggar in the Land 
.T’er join’d luch Numbers Hand in Hand ^ 

I join them fairly with a Ring ; 

Nor can our Radon blame the Thing : 

And tho’ no Marriage Words are ipoke. 

They part not till the Ring is broke. 

. Yet Hypocrite Fanatics cry, 

I’m but an Idol rais’d on high : 

And once a Weaver in our Town, 

A damn'd Cromwellian knock’d me down* 

I lay a Pris’ner twenty Years, 

Adel then the Jovial Cavaliers 
To their old Pods reltor'd all Three, 

I mean the Church, the King, and Me. 

' ' Verse§ 






1 
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Verses on the upright Judge, who 
condemned the DrapierV Printer . 

* * • . , ** 

Written in the Year 1724. 

T HE Church I hate, and have good Reafon-; 

For there my Grandlire cut his Weazon ; 
He cut his Weazon at the Altai* j 
I keep my Gullet for the Halter. 



On the Same . 






'I’N Church your Grandfire cut his Throat 2 
X To do the Jobb too long he tarry ’d. 

He fhould have had my hearty Vote, 

To cut his Throat before he marry ’d. 



On the Same . 

( 7b e Judge [peaks.} 



I ’M not the Grand fon of that Afs || Quin ; 

N 01 * can you prove it, Mr. PajquiS 
My Grand-dame had Gallants by Twenties, 
And bore my Mother by a ’Prentice. 




Thi*i 



U An Alderman . 

H a 
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This, when my Grandiire knew, they tell us 
he, 

In Chrift Church cut his Throat for Jealoufy. 
And fmee the Alderman was mad you fay. 
Then I mu ft be lb too, ex traduce. 



A Simile on our Want of Silver a 
and the only Way to rem edy it . ' 



Written in the Year 1745, 



A S when of old, fome Sore 'refs threw 
Jt\ O’ er the Moon's Face a fable Hue*, 
To driye unl'een her magic Chair, 

At Midnight through the darken’d Air j 
Wife People, who believ’d with Reafon 
That this Eclipfe was out of Seafon, 
Affirm’d the Moon was lick, and fell. 
To cure her by a Counter-fpell : 

Ten thoufand Cymbals now begin 
To rend the Slides with brazen Din ; 
The Cymbals rattling Sounds difpel 
The Cloud, and drive the Hag to Hell : 
The Moon, deliver’d from her Pain, 
Difplays her Silver Face again. 

(Note here, that in the Chemic Style, 
The Moon ii. Silver all this while) 

\ 



So , 
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So, (if my Simile you minded, 

Which, I confeis, is too long winded) 

When late a Feminine Magician, 

Join’d with a braz.cn Politician, ’ 

Expos’d, to blind the Nation’s Eyes, 

A * Parchment of prodigious Size ; 

Conceal’d behind that ample Screen, 

There was no Silver to be feen. i 
But, to this Parchment let the Draper 
Oppofe his Counter-Charm of Paper, 

And ring W ood's Copper in our Ears 
So loud, ’till all the Nation hears ; 

That Sound will make the Parchment ihrivel* 
And drive the Conj’rers to the Devil : 

And when the Sky is grown ferene. 

Our Silver will appear again. 

* A Patent to William Wood, foe coining 
Half-pence. 



On WOOD the Iron-monger * 

s 

Written in the Year 1725. 

S Almoneus , as the Grecian Talc is, 

Was a mad Copper-fmith oi Elis ; 

Up at his Forge by Morning peep, 

No Creature in the I me could ileep. 

H 3 Among 
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Among a Crew of royft'ring Fellows 
Would fit whole Ev’nings at the Alehoufc 
His Wife aad Children wanted Bread, 
While he went always drunk to Bed. 

This vap’ring Scab muft needs devife 
To ape the Thunder of the Skies: 

With Brafs two fiery Steeds he fliod, 

To make a Clatt'ring as they trod. 

Of polifh’d Brafs his flaming Car, 

Like Lightning dazzled from afar. 

And up he mounts into the Box, 

And He muft thunder, with a Pox. 

Then, furious he begins his March, 
Prives ratt’ling o’er a brazen Arch : 
With Squibs and Crackers arm’d to throw 
Among the trembling Crowd below. 

All ran to Pray rs, both Prieft and Laity, 
To pacify this angry Deity j 
When Jow , in pity to the Town, 

With real Thunder knock’d him down. 
Then what a huge Delight were all in. 

To fee the wicked Varlet fprawling ? 
They learch'd his Pockets on the Place, 
And found his Copper all was bafe $ 
They laugh'd at fuch an Irijh Blunder, 
To take the Noife of Brafs for Thunder. 



The Moral of this Tale is proper, 
Apply’d to Wood's aduit’rateCopper : 
Which; as he icatter’d, we like Dolts, 
Miftook at firft for Thunder-bolts j 
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Before the Draper ftiot a Letter 
(Nor Jo-ve himfelf could do it better) 

Which lighting on th’ Impoftor's Crown, 

Like real Thunder knock’d him down. 



WOOD an Infeff. 

Written in the Year 172^. 

B Y long Obfervation I have underftood 

That three little Vermin are kin to Will 
Wood . 

The firft is an Infedl they call a Wood-bowCc, 
That folds up itfelf in itfelf, for a Houfe : 

As round as a Ball, without Head, without 
Tail, 

Inclos’d Cap-a-pe in a ftrong Coat of Mail . 
And thus William Wood to my Fancy appears 
In Fillets of Brafs roll’d up to his Ears : 

And, over thefe Fillets he wifely has thrown, 
To keep out of Danger, f a Doublet of Stone. 

The Louie of the Wood for a Med’cine is 
us'd, 

Or fwallow'd alive, or (killfully bruis’d. 

And, let but our Mother Hibernia contrive 
To Aval low" Will Wood either bruis’d or alive, 

f He nxas In Coal for Debt . 

She 
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She reed be no more with the Jaundice pofTeft* 
Or Tick of Objlruflions t and Pains in her Cheji. 

The next is an Infeft wc call a Wood- Worm, 
That lies in old Wood like a Hare in her Form j 
With Teeth or with Claws it will bite or will 
fcratch, 

And Chamber-maids chriften this Worm a 
Death-Watch. 

Becaufe like a Watch it always cries Click : 
Then Woe be tothofe in the Houfe who are 
lick : 

Bor, as lure as a Gun, they will give up the 
Ghoft, « 

If the Maggot cries Click when it fcratches the 
Port, 

But a Kettle of fealding hot Water inje£led. 
Infallibly cures the Timber affe&ed : 

The Omen is broke, the Danger is over ; 

The Maggot will die, and the Sick will re- 
cover. 

Such a Worm was Will Wood when he fcratch ’d 
at the Door 

Of a governing Statefman or favourite Whore 
The Death of our Nation he feem’d to foretcl, 
And the Sound of his Brafs we took for our 
Knell ; 

But now fince the Drapier hath heartily maul’d 
him, 

I think the belt Thing wc can do is to (l aid him* 

Foe 
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For which Operation there's , nothing more pro- 
sper 

Than the Liquor he deals in, his own melted 
Copper } 

Unlefs, like the Dutch , you rather vVould boil 
The Coiner of Raps * in a Cauldron of Oil.. 
Thenchufe which you pleaie, and let each bring, 
a Faggot, 

For our Fear’s at an End with the Death of the 
Maggot. , 

* A cant Word in Ireland for a Counterfeit 
Halfpenny . 



To Quilca, a Country -Houfe in no very goof 
Repair , where the fuppofed Author , anil 
fonie of his Friends , fpent a Summer , in 
the Year 1 7 z 5 . 

t J 

L E T me thy Properties explain, 

A rotten Cabbin dropping Rain j " 
Chimnies with Scorn rejecting Smoak ; 

Stools, Tables, Chairs, and JBed-fteds broke* 
Here Elements have loft their Ufcs, 

Air rj^ens not, nor Earth produces : 

In vam we make poor Sheelab * toil. 

Fire will not roaft, nor Water boil. 

Thro’ all the Valleys, Hills and Plains, 

The Goddefs Want in Triumph reigns j 
And her chief Officers of State, 

Sloth, Dirt , and Theft "around her wait. 

• . 

* An Irifti Name. 

To 
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' To the Earl of P — b — 

Written in the Year 1726. 

M OT D A NT O fills the Trump of Fame, 
The Chriftian World his Deeds proclaim, 
And Prints are crowded with his Name* 

In Journeys he out-rides the Poft, 

Sits up till Midnight with his Hoft, 

Talks Politicks, and gives the Toaft. 

Knows ev'ry Prince in Europe s Face, 

Flies like a Squib from Place to Place, 

And travels not* but runs a Race. 

\ 

From Paris Gazette A-la-main , 

This Day arriv’d without his Train, , 

Mordanto in a Week from Spain . 

* \ 

A Meffenger comes all a-reek, 

Mordanto at Madrid to feek ; 

He left the Xo wn above a Week. T 

Next Day the Poft-boy winds his Horn, 

And rides thro 'Do-ver in the Mom j 
Mordanto ’s landed from Leghorn . 

MORDANTO gallops on alone, 

The Roads are with his Foll’wers ftrown, 

This breaks a Girth, and that a Bone : 

H»* 

/ \ 
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* 

His Body a£tive as his Mind, 
Returning found in Limb and Wind, 
Rxcept iome Leather lolt behind. 

A Skeleton in outward Figure, 

His meagre Corps though full of Vigour, 
Would halt behind him, were it bigger. 

S 

i • 

So wonderful his Expedition, 

When you have not the lead Sufpicion, 
He's with you like an Apparition. 

Shines in all Climates like a Star j 
In Senates bold, and fierce ip War, 

A Land-Commander, and a Tar. 

Heroic Aftions early bred in, 

J'Je’er to be match'd in modern Reading, 
by his Name-fake Charles of Sweden, 




t 
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HORACE , Book L 
ODE XIV. 



0 navis referent , &c. 
Paraphrafed and Inscribed to IRELAND. 
Written in the Year 1725-6. 

The INSCRIPTION. , 

Poor floating Ifle, tofl on ill Fortune's Waives, 
Ordain'd by Fate to be the Land of Slaves' j 
Shall waving Delos now deep-rooted fland ; 
Thou*, fix'd of oldybe novo the moving Land P - 
Altho' the Metaphor be worn and ftale. 

Betwixt a St ate , and Vefjel under Sail ; 

Let me fuppofe thee for a Ship a- while. 

And thus adilrefs thee in the Sailor's Style. 

« 

1 .T TNH APPY Ship, thou art return’d in 
V./ vain : v 

New Waves fhall drive thee to the Deep 
again. 



2. O navis , referent in mare te novi 
Flufius. 



Look 
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Look to thvfelf, and be no more the Sport 
a. Of giddy Winds, but make fome friendly 
Port, 

3. Loft are thy Oars that us’d thy Courfe td 

guide, 

Like faithful Counfellors on either Side. ' 

4. Thy Maft, which like fome aged Patriot flood 
The Angle Pillar for Iris Country's Good j 
To lead thee, as a Staff directs the Blind, 
Behold it cracks by yon rough Eaflern Wind. 

5. Your Cables burft, and you muft quickly feel 
The Waves impetuous entring at your Keel. 
Thus, Commonwealths receive a foreign 

Yoke, 

When the ftrong Cords of Union once are 
broke. 

4 S. Tom by a hidden tempeft is thy Sail, 

Expanded to invite a milder Gale. 

> 

1 

As when fome Writer in a puhlick Caufe, 
3 His Pen, to fave a finking Nation draws, 
While all is calm, his Arguments prevail. 
The People’s Voice expands his Paper Sail : 

t 

Fori iter occupa 

Portum : 

3 . Nudum remigio lattts. 

4. Mains celeri /audits Africo. 

5. -*■ ■ . Ac fine f unibus 
Fix durare car bur 
Prfiint imferiofius 

JEquor ? \ 

6. Non tibi funt Integra lintea, 

Vol, X. 1 Till 
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Yet at a Ball, unthinking Fools delight 
In the gay Trappingsof a Birth-Day Night: 
They on the gold Brocades and Sattins rav'd, 
And quite forgot their Country was en (lav’d. 

* 

10. Dear Veffel, dill be to thy Steerage juft. 
Nor change thy Courfe with ev’ry fudden 

t Gull ; 

Like fupple Patriots of the modern Sort, 
Who turn with ev’ry Gale that blows from 
^ Court. .j 

i 

1 1 . Weary and Sea-fick when in thee con- 
fin’d, 

Now, for thy Safety* Cares diftra& my Mind," 
As thofe who long have flood the Storms of 
t State, 

Retire, yet ftill bemoan their Country’s Fate. 
Beware, and when you hear the Surges roar. 
Avoid the Rocks on Britain's angiy Shore ; 

: They lie, alas ! too eafy to be found, 

For thee alone they lie the Illand round. 

mo. FiJit 5 tu, nifi mentis 

Debes ludibrum , cave. 

1 1 . Nuper (olicitiim quae mibi tadium r 
Nunc defidcrium , curaque non le c vis % 
hfterj'ufa nitentes ,.* * 

Vites aquot'a Cycladas . 



I 2 The 

< 
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The DOG and THIEF. 

Written in the Year 1726. ' ‘ \ 

O U O T H the Thief to the Dog, Let me' 
into your Door, 

And I’ll give you thefe delicate Bits : 

Quoth the Dog, I fhould then be more Villain 
than you’re, 

And befides, mud be out of my Wits. 

Your delicate Bits will not ferve me a Meal, 

But my Mailer each Day gives me Bread ; 
You’ll fly when you get what you came here ter 
Ileal, 

And I mull be hang’d in your Stead. 

The Stock-jobber thus, from Change-Alley goes 
down. 

And tips yon the Freeman a Wink ; 

Let me have but your Vote to l’enre for the 
Town, 

And here is a Guinea to drink. 

Said the Freeman ? your Guinea to-night would 
fcefpent, 

Your Olfcrs of Bribery ceale j 
I’ll vote for my Landlord to whom I pay Rent,' 
Or elle I may forfeit my Leafe. 

From 
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t 

Frorp London they come filly People to choufe. 
Their Lands and their Faces unknown : 
Who'd vote a Rogue into the Parliament-houfe, , 
That would turn a Man out of bis own ? 



. * •» 

ADVICE to the Grub-ftreet Verfe- 

Writers . 

Written in the Year 172 6, 

* * - / 

Y E Poets ragged and forlorn, 

Down from your Garrets hade, 

Ye Rhymers, dead as loon as born. 

Not yet confign’d to Pafte : 

I know a T rick to make you thrive $ 

O, *tis a quaint Device : 

Your dill -born Poems fhall revive. 

And fcorn to wrap up Spice, 

Get all your Verles printed fair. 

Then let them well be dry’d ; 

And Curl rauft have a fpecial Care 
To leave the Margin wide., , . ' 

Lend thefe to Paper-fparing Pope j y 

And, when he fits to write, * 

No Letter with an Envelope 
Could give him more Delight. 

* . X 3 ' When 
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When Pope has fill’d the Margins round. 
Why, then recall your Loan ; 

Sell them to Curl for fifty Pound, 

And fwear they are your own. 



On feeing Verfes written upon Win- 
dows in Inns . , 

Written in the Year 1726. 

I. 

1 

T HE Sage, who faid he fhould be proud 
Of Windows in his Breath, 

Becaufc he ne'er one Thought allow'd 
That might not he confeft ; 

His Window fcrawl’d by every Rak?, 

His Breaft again would cover j 
And fairly bid the D-~*J take 
The DiYnond and die Lover. 

II. 

ANOTHER. 

B Y Solan taught, all Ccnj'rer? know 
^ our Miftrefs in a (jlafs to fiiow. 

And, you can do as Touch ; 

3 - In 
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In this the Dev’l and yoti agree s 
$*one ere made Verfes worfe than he. 
And; thine I fwear are fucb. 

III. 

ANOTHER. 

* . 



rrHAT Love is the Devil, I’ll prove when 
requir’d 5 

Thefe Rhymers abundantly fhow it : 

They fwear that they all by Love arc infpir’d. 
And the Devil’s a damnable Poet. 



IV. 

A N O T IT E R. 



Church and Clergy here, no doubt. 
Are very near a-kin ; 

Both weather-beaten are without 5 
And empty both within. 



\ - , 

A Pas- 
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A 

/ 

-Pastoral Dialogue 

BETWEEN 

Richmond- Lodge and Marbk-HilL 

Written June 1727, juft after the News of the 
late King’s Death. 

R IChmond-Lodhe is a Houfe with afinall 
Parky belonging to the Crown : It was 
ufually granted by the Crown for a Leafe of 
Years j the Duke of Ormond was the lajl who 
had it. After his Exile it was given to the Prince 
of Wales by the King. T be Prince and Pr incept 
ufually pajfed their Summer there . It is within 
a Mile of Richmond. 

Marble -Hill is a Houfe built by Mrs. 
Howard, then of the Bed-Chamber , now Countcjs 
^/’Suffolk, and Groom of the Stole to the te 2 ueen* 
jt is on the Middlefex Side, near Twickenham, 
where Mr. Pope lived, and about two Miles from 
Richmond-Lodge. Mr. Po^tveas the Contri ver 
of the Gardens, Lord Herbert the Architect* ¥ 
rmd the Dean of St. Patrick’s chief Butler, and 

x‘ « Kerff* 
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Keeper of the Ice Houle. Upon King Georgs’* 
Death , tbefe two Houfes met , and had the fob 
lowing Dialogue . 

#TN Spight of Pope t in fpight of Gay 9 
X And all that he or they can fay j 
Sing oij I mull, and ling I will 
Of Richmond- Lodge, and Marble-Hill . 

Laft Friday Night, as Neighbours ule. 

This Couple met to talk of News ; 

For by old Proverbs it appears. 

That Walls have Tongues, and Hedges EarsS 

Marble-Hill. 

Quoth Marble-Hill, right well I ween. 

Your Miftrefs now is grown a Queen : 

You'll find it foonby woeful Proof, 

She’ll come no more beneath your Roof. 

* 

Richmond-Lodge. • . 

The Kingly Prophet well evinces. 

That we Ihould put no Trull in Princes * 

My Royal Mailer promis’d me 
To raife me to a high Degree ; 

But now he’s grown a King, God wot, 

1 fear I (hall be foon forgot. 

’NOTE, This Poem was carried to Courts 
mid read to the King and the ^ueen. 

1 Yo» 
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You fee, when Folks have got their ends. 
How quickly they forget their Friends -* 
Yet I may fay, 'twixt me and you. 

Pray God they now may-iind as true. 



Marble-Hill. 

/ 

My Houfe was built but for a Show, 
My Lady's empty Pockets know ; 

And now die will not have a Shilling 
To raifethe Stairs, or build the Cieliug, 
For, all the courtly Madams round. 
Now pay four Shillings in the Pound, 
’Tis come to what I always thought \ 
My Dame is hardly worth a Groat. 
Had you and I been Courtiers born. 

We flioijld not thus have lain forlorn* 
For, thofe we dex’trous v Courders call. 
Can rife upon their Matters Fall. 

But we, unlucky and unwife. 

Muff falf, becaufe our Mailers rife . 



Richmond-Lodge. 

•f 

My Mailer, fcarce a Fortnight fmcc. 
Was grown as wealthy as a Prince $ 
But now it will be no fuch Thing, 

For he'll he poor as any King : 

And by his Crown will nothing get, 
But, like a King, to run ill Debt. 



M4- 



Digitized by Google 



t Foems on fevefal Occajions . 
Marble-Hill. 

No more the Dean, that grave Divine, f * 
Shall keep the Key of my No— Wine j 
My Ice-Houfe rob, as heretofore, 

And heal my Artichoaks no more $ 

Poor Patty Blunt no more be feen 
Bedraggled in my Walks fo green i 
Plump Johnny Gay will now elope ; 

And here no more will dangle Pope. 

RiCHAiOND-LODCE. 



Here wont the Dean , when he's to feek. 

To fpimge a Breakfaft once a Week j 
To cry the Bread was ftale, and mutter 
Complaints againft the Royal Butter. 

But now I fear it will be faid, * . 

No Butter fticks upon his Bread : 

We foon fhali find him full of Spleen, 

For want of tattling to the Queen ; ' \ 

Stunning her Royal Ears with talking ; 

H is Rev'rence and her Higbnefs walking 5 
Whilft * Lady Charlotte , like a Stroller, 

Sits mounted on the Garden Roller. 

A goodly Sight to fee her ride, 

With, ancient f Mv'mont at her Side. ' 

In Velvet Cap his Head lies warm ; 

His Hat for. Show, beneath his Arm. 

* Lady Charlotte de Rofly, a French Lady * 
f Marquif de Mirmont, a French Man of 

Mar* 



Quality 



/ 



\ 



\ - 



Digitized by Google 




Poems on federal Oceajions, 
. Marble-Hill. 




Some South-Sea Broker, from the City, 
Will purchafe me, the more’s the Pity 5 
Lay all my fine Plantations wafte. 

To fit them to his vulgar Tafte ; 

Chang’d for the worfe in ev’ry Part, 

My Mailer Pope will break his Heart. 

Richmond-Lodge. 

t 

In my own Thames may I be drowned. 
If e’er I Hoop beneath a crown’d Head : 
Except her Majelly prevails 
To place me with the Prince of Wales | 
And then I fhall be free from Fears, 

For he’ll be Prince thefe fifty Years. 1 
I then will turn a Courtier too. 

And ferve the Times, as others do. 

Plain Loyalty, not built on Hope, 

I leave to your Contriver Pope : 

None loves his King and Country betterj 
Yet none was ever lefs the Debtor. 

% 

Marble-Hill. 

Then, lethimcome and take a Nap, 
In Summer on my verdant Lap : 

Prefer our Pill a' s where the Thames Is, 
To Kenfington, or hot St. James's j 
Nor fhall I dull in Silence fit; 

For, ’tie to me he owes his Wit, 



Poems on federal Occajiom, 

My Groves, my Echoes, and my Birds, 
Have taught him his poeticlc Words. 

We Gardens, and you Wildernefles, 

Aflift all Poets in Diftrcfles. 

Him twice a Week I here expe&. 

To rattle j| Moody for Neglefl ; 

An idle Rogue, who fpends his Quartridge 
In tipling at the Dog and ‘Partridge j 
And I can hardly get him down 
Three times a W eek to brufli my Gown. 



■Richmond-JLodge. 

I pity you, dear Marble-Hill; 
But hope to fee you flourish ftill. 
AH Happinefs-— and lb adieu. 



Marble-Hill. 



JCind Richmond- Lodge, the fame ip 




| The Qarfcnp-t 



* 

Vol.SG • K BESIR$ 
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DESIRE and POSSESSION. 

Written in the Year 1727. 



» • » * 

’^TT'IS ftrange, what different Thoughts 
JL infpire, 

In Man, Pojj'effion and Defer e ; 

Think what they wifti i'o great a Bluffing, 

So dilappointed when poffefling* 

A Moralift profoundly fage, . - - 

I know not in what Book or Page* s 

Or, whether o’er a Pot of Ale, 

Related thus the following Tale. 

Pojfeffion and Defire y his Brother, 

But* ftill at Variance with each other, 

Were feen contending in a Race j 
.And kept at firft an .equal Pace : » 

’Tis faid, their Courfe continued long ; 

For, This was a£live, That was ftrong : 

Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, and Doubt, 

Milled them many a League about. 

Seduc’d by fome deceiving Light, 

They take the wrong Way for the right : 
Through flipp’ry By-roads dark and deep. 
They often climb, and often creep. 

Defire y the fwifter of the two, 
c- Along ,the Plain like Lightning flew ; . 



Till 



/ 
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Till entering on abroad Highway, <• • • 

Where Power and 'Titles leaner ’d lay, 

He ftrove to, pick np all he found, 

And by Exciu lions lolt his Ground : 

No foonei: got, than with Dildaui 
He threw them on the Ground again; 

And haded forward to purfue 
Frefh Objects fairer to his View ; 

Inliojte to lpring fome nobler Game- j 
But all he took was jult the fame : 

Too fcomful now to dop his Pace, 

He fpum’d them in his Rival’s Face. 

Pojfejfion.keyt the- beaten Road $ 

And gather'd all his Brother drow'd $ 

But over-charg’d, and out of Wind, ' \ 

Though itrong in Limbs, he lagg'd behind. 

Defire had now the Goal in Sight ; 

It was a Tow’r of mondrous Height j 

Where, on the Summit Fortune dands : 

A Crown and Scepter in her Hands, 

Beneath, a Chafm as deep as Hell, 

Where many a bold Advcnt’rer felL ,, 

Defire, in Rapture gaz’d a while, 

And faw the treach’rous Goddefs fmile ; 

But, as he climb’d to grafp the Crown, 

She knock’d him with the Scepter down. 

He tumbled in the Gulph prolound } 

There doom’d to whirl an endlefs Round. 

* 

Poffejfion's Load was grown fo great, / " 

He fu<jk beneath the cumb’rous W eight : , 

Ki And, ^ 
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And, as he now expiring lay, 

Flocks ev’ry ominous Bird of Prey j 
The Raven, Vulture, Owl, and Kite, 
At once upon his Carcafc light ; 

And ftrip his Hide, and pick his Bones^ 
Regar diet's of his dying Groans. 



On CENSURE. 

Written in the Year 1727* 

Y E Wife inftrufl me to endure 

An Evil, which admits no Cure j 
Or how this Evil can be born. 

Which breeds at once both Hate and Scorir* 

Fare Innocence is no Support, 

When you are try'd in Scandal’s Court. 

Stand high in Honour, Wealth or Wit j 
All others who inferior fit 
-Conceive themfelves in Confcience bound 
To join and drag you to the Ground. 

Your Altitude otfends the Eyes 
Of thole who want the Pow’r to rife. 

T.heWorld,a willing Startder by. 

Undines to aid a fpecious Lye : 

Alas, they would not do you wrong, 

IBut all Appearances are ilrong, 

t „ 

Yet, whence proceeds this Weight we lay 
On what detrading People fay \ 

For 

/ 
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For let Mankind difcnarge their Tongues 
In Venom till they burft their Lungs, 

Their utinoft Malice cannot make - 
Your Head, or Tooth, or Finger ake : 

Nor fpoil your Shape, diftort your Face, 

Or put one Feature out of Place 5 
Nor will you find your Fortune fink,' 

By what they fpeak, or what they think ; 

Nor can ten Hundred Thoufand Lyes 
Make you lei's virtuous, learn’d, or wife. 

s * ** 

The mod effeftual Way to baulk * 

• r pheir Malice, is ----- to let them talk. 



The Furniture of a Woman’s 
MIND. 

Written in the Year 1727 . 

A Set of Phrafes learnt by Rote ; 

A Paflion for a Scarlet Coat j • • 

When at a Play to laugh, or ciy, 

Yet cahnot tell the Reafon why ; 

Never to hold her Tongue a Minute, 

While all Hie prates has nothing in it ; 

Whole Hours can with a Coxcomb fit, 

And take his Nonfenfe all lor Wit ; 

Her Learning mounts to read . a Song, 

But half the Words pronouncing wrong ; 

. K 3 Has 
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Has ev’ry Repartee in Store, 

She fpoke ten Thoufand Times before j 
Can ready Compliments fupply 
On all Occafions, cut and dry j 
Such Hatred to a Parlbn's Gown, 

The Sight will put her in a Swoon j, 

Tor Converfation well endu’d, 

She calls k witty to be rude ; 

And, plating Raillery in Railing, 

Will tell aloud your greateft Failing j 
Nor makes a Scruple to expofe 
Your bandy Leg, or crooked Nofe*; 

Can at her Morning Tea, run o’er , 

The Scandal of the Day before j 
Improving hourly in her Skill, 

T o cheat and wrangle at Quadrille# 

In chufing Lace a Critic nice. 

Knows to a Groat the loweft Price $ 

Can in her Female Clubs. difpute 
What Linen beft the Silk will fuit, 

What Colours each Complexion match. 

And where with Art to place a Patch. 

If chance a Moufe creeps in her Sight, 

Can finely counterfeit a Fright ; 

So fweetly fereams, if it comes near her. 

She ravilhes all Hearts to hear her. 

Can dextroufly her Hufband teize, 

By taking Fits whene'er fiiepleafe ; 

By frequent Pra£fice learns the Trick. 

At proper Seafons to be lick 5 

Thinks 
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Thinks nothing gives one Airs fo pretty, 

At once creating Love and Pity s 
If Molly happens to be carelefs, 

And but negle&s to warm her Hair- Lace, 

She gets a Cold as lure as Death, 

And vows fhe Icarce can fetch her Breath > 
Admires how modell Women can 
Be lo robujhous , like a Man. 

In Party, furious to her Pow'r ; 

A bitter Whig, or Tory fow’r j 
Her Arguments direftly tend 
Againft the Side Ihe would defend $ 

Will prove herfelf a Tory plain, 

From Principles the Whigs maintain j 
And, to defend the Whiggilh Caufe, 

Her Topicks from the Tories draws. 

O yes ! If any Man can find, 

More Virtues in a Woman’s Mind, 

Let them be fent to Mrs. * Harding ; 

She'll pay the Charges to a Farthing : 

Take Notice, Ihe has my Coram ifiioa 
To add them in the next Edition ; 

They may out-fell a better Thing : 

So, Holla Boys •> God lave the King. 

* A Printer. 



Clever 
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\ * ' 

• Ft 

Clever Tom Clinch going to be hang’d. 

Written in the Year 1727. 

A S clever Tom Clinch , while the Rabble was 
bawling, 

Rode ftately through Holborn , to die in his Cal- • 

He ftopt at the George for a Bottle of Sack, 

And promis’d to pay for it when he came back. • 
His Waiftcoat and Stockings, and Breeches 
were white $ '• 

His Cap had a new Cherry Ribbon to ty’t, 

The Maids to the Doors and the Balconies ran. 
And faid, Lack-a-day ! he’s a proper young 
Man. - - 

But, as from the Windows the Ladies he fpy’d, 
Like a Beau in the Box, he bow’d low on each 
Side j ' ’ 

And when his laft Speech the loud Hawkers did 
cry. 

He fwore from his Cart, it was all a damn’d 
Lye. 

The Hangman for Pardon fell down on his 
Knee $ . * 

Tom gave him a Kick in the Guts for his Fee : 
Then faid, I muft lpeak to the People a little, 
But I’ll fee you all damn’d before I will 

* c whittle . 

> 

* A“Cant Word for cottfejfing at the GalU<ws. 

My 
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My honeft Friend f Wild , may he long hold 
his Place, 

He lengthen’d my Life with a whole Year of 
Grace* 

Take Courage, dear Comrades, and be not 
afraid, 

Nor flip this Occafion to follow your Trade j 

My Confcience is clear, and my Spirits, are 
calm, 

And thus I go off without Pray’r-Book or; 
Pfalm . 

Then follow the Practice of clever 7 otn Climb,. 
Who hung like a Hero, and never would flinch* 

f The noted Thief -Catcher * 



On cutting down the old Thorn at 
Market-Hill. 

Written ift the. Year 1727. 

A T Market Hill, as well appears 
By Chronicle of ancient Date, 

There flood for many a Hundred Years* 

A fpacious Thom before the Gate. 

Hither came ev’ry Village-Maid, 

And on the Boughs her Garland hung, 

And here, beneath' the fpreading Shade, 

Secure from Satyrs fat and lung. 

* Sir 

> * * 
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* Sir Archibald that vaProus Knight, - - - 

Then Lord of ail the fruitful Plain, 

Would come to lillen with Delight, 

For he was fond of rural Strain. 

<* . . • > 

(Sir Archibald , whofe fav’rite Name 

Shall Hand for Ages on Record, 

By Scottijh Bards of higheft Fame, 

Wife Haivihorden and Sterling's Lord.) 

But Time, with Iron Teeth, I ween, 

Has canker'd all its Branches round 5 
No Fruit or Bloffom to be feen, 

.Its Head reclining tow Yds die Ground, 

This aged, fickly, faplefs Thorn, 

Which mail alas no longer Hand, 

Behold the cruel Dean in Scorn 

Cuts down with facrilegious Hand. 

Dame Nature, when fhe faw the Blow, 

' Aftonifh’d gave a dreadful Shriek $ 

And Mother Tellus trembled fo 
She fcarce recover'd in a Week. 

M 

The Silvan Pow’rs, with Fear perplex’d. 

In Prudence and Companion lent 
(For none could tell whofe Turn was next) \ 
Sad Omens of the dire Event. 

t ' 

* Sir Archibald Achefon, Secretary of State 
for Scotland.’ 

L Drummond o/’Hawthornden, and Sir Wil- 
liam Alexander E. of Sterling, both famous for 
their Poetry 3 who were Friends to Sir Archibald. . 

>> ■ ‘ / The 
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ThfeMagpye, lighting on the Stock, 

Stood chatt’ring with inceffant Din 5 
'And with her Beak gave many a Knock > 
'To rouze and warn the Nymph within. 

The Owl forefaw, in penfive Mood, * 1 

The Ruin of her antient Seat ; 

And fled in Hafte with all her Brood, t 

To feck a more fecure Retreat. 

Lad trotted forth the gentle Swine, 

I To eafe herTtch againft the Stump, 

And di finally was heard to whine, 

All as lhe icrubb'd her meazly Rump. 

The Nymph, who dwells in ev’ry Tree, > 
(If all be tine that Poets chant) 

Condemn’d by Fate’s Supreme Decree, 

Muft die with her expiring Plant. 

Thus, when the gentle Spina found 
The Thorn, committed to her Care, 

Receiv’d its laft and deadly Wound, 

. She fled and vanifh’d into Air. 

But from the Root a difmal Groan 

Firft ifluing, ftruck the Murd’rer’s Ears ; 

And in a fhnll revengeful Tone, 

This Prophecy he trembling hears. 4 . 

“ Thou chief Contriver of my Fall, 

“ Relentlefs Dean, to Mifchief born, 

u My Kindred oft’ thine Hide fhallgall. 

Thy Gown and Caffock oft be tom. 

« Ami 
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« And thy confed’rate Dame, who brags 
<f That Hie condemn’d me to the Fire, 

“ Shall rent her Petticoats to Rags, 

(( And wound her Legs with ev'ry Bri'r. 

ft Nor thou. Lord * Arthur , flialt efcape : 
tt To thee I often call’d in vain, 
ft Againft that Affaflin in Crape ; 

a Yet thou could’h tamely fee me flain. 

t‘ Nor, when I felt the dreadful Blow, 

“ Or chid the Dean, or , pinch'd thy SpoufeJ 
ft Since you could fee me treated fo, 

<{ (An old Retainer to your Houfe,) 

n May that fell Dean, by whofe Command 
ff Was form’d this Machinnllian Plot, 

« Not leave a Thrille on thy Land j 

ft Then who will own thee for a Scot ? 

ft Pigs and Fanaticks, Cows, and Teagues 
a Through all thy Empire I forefee, 
f‘ To tear thy Hedges join in Leagues ; 
a Sworn to revenge my Thorn and me. 

ff And thou the Wretch ordain’d by Fate, 
a Neal Gagbagan, Hibernian Clown, 

With Hatchet, blunter than thy Pate, 

“ To hack my hallow'd Timber down, 

* Sir Arthur Achcfon, 



w When 
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“ When thou, fufpended high in Air, 

“ Dy’ft on a more ignoble Tree, 

“ (For thou fhajt fteal thy Landlord’s Mare) 

“ Then, bloody Caitiff, think on me. 



On the five' Ladies at -j~ Sot’s- Hole , 
with the Dodtor at their Head. 

N. B. The Ladies treated the Doctor. 

Sent as from an Officer in the Army, 
Written in the Year 1718. 

F AIR Ladies, Number five. 

Who in your merry Freaks 
With little Tom contrive 
To feaft on Ale and Steaks, 

While he fits by a grinning, , , 

To fee you fafe in Sot's-Hole , 

Set up with greafy Linen, 

And neither Mugs nor Pots whole ; 

Alas ! I never thought 
A Prieft would pleafe your Palate. 

Befides I’ll hold a Groat, 

He’ll put you in a Ballad j 

t 

f An Afehoufe in Dublin famous for Beef Steak$. 
Vol. X. L Where 
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Where I fhall fee your Faces 
On Paper daub’d fo foul. 

They’ll be bo more like Graces* 

Than Venus like an Owl. 

And we fhall take you rather 
To be a Midnight Pack 
Of Witches met together 
With Bclxcbitb \ n black. 

It fills my Heart with Woe* 

To think luch Ladies fine 
Should be reduc’d fo low - • 

To treat a dull Divine, 

]J3e by a Parfun cheated ! 

Had you been cunning Stagers, 

You might yourfelves be treated 
By Captains and by Majors. 

See how Corruption grows, 

While Mothers, Daughters, Aunts* 
Jnfh ad of powdered Beaus, 

From Pulpits chufe Gallants. 

If we who wear our Wigs 

With Fan-Tail and with Snake, 
Are bubbled thus by Prigs ; 

Z-----ds, who would bp a Rake ? 

Had I a Heart to fight, 

I'd knock the Do<5for down * 

Or could I read or write, 

. I gad JL'd wear a Gown. 



) 



Thei} 
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Then leave him to his Birch, 

And at the Rofe on Sunday, 

The Parfon fafe ht Church, 

I’ll treat you with BurgurJjr • 



% 

On burning a Dull POEM. 

Written, in the Year 1729. 

A N Afs’s Hoof alone can hold 

T hat pois’nous Juice which kills by Cold* 
Methought, when I this Poem read. 

No Veffel but an Afs’s Head 
Shch frigid Fuftian could contain ; 

I mean the Head without the Brain. 

The cold Conceits, the chilling Thoughts* 
Went down like ftupiiying Draughts : 

I found my Head began to fwim, 

A Numbnefs crept thro’ ev’ryJLimb. 

In Hafte with Imprecations dire, 

I threw the Volume in the Fire : 

When, (who could think ?) the’ cold a$ Itr,, 

It burnt to Aftres in a Trice. . 

\ 

' How could I more enhance its Fame ? 

Tho’ born in Snow, it dy’d in Flame. 



X. a A L I jr 
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' V * 

A 

L I B E L 

O N 

The Reverend Dr. Del any. 

And his Excellency 



John Lord Carteret. 



To Dr. Delany, occafioned by his 
Epiftle to his Excellency John 

Lord Carteret. 

> 

Written in the Year 1729. 



D ELUDED Mortals, whom the Great 
Chufe for Companions tete a tete j 
Who at their Dinners, en famille , 

Oet Leave to fit whene’er you will \ 

Then boafting fell us where you din’d. 

And how his Lordjbij) was lb kind ; 

How many pleafaiVt Things he fpoke, 

And how you laugh'd at ev’ry Joke : 

Swear 



/ 
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Swears he's a moft facetious Man ; 

That you and he are Cup and Cann : 

You travel with a heavy Load, 

And quite mi (take Preferment's Road. 

Suppofe my Lord and you alone. 

Hint the lead Int’reft of your own ; 

H is Vifage drops, he knits his Brow, 

He cannot talk, of Bus’nefs now : 

Or mention but a vacant Poft , 

He’ll turn it off with , Name your To aft } 

Nor could the niceff Artift paint 
A Countenance with more Contkaint. 

For, as their Appetites to quench, 

Lords keep a Pimp to bring a W ench ; 

So, Men of Wit are but a kind ' 

Of Panders to a vicious Mind ; 

Who proper Objects mud provide 
To gratify their Lull of Pride, 

When weary’d with Intrigues of State, 

They find aft idle Hour to prate. 

Then, fhoukl you dare to afk a Place , 

You forfeit all your Patron's Grace, 

And difappoint the foie Deiign, 

For which he fummon'd you to dine. 

Thus Congreve fpent in writing Plays, 

And one poor OiKce, half his Days : 

While Montague , who claim'd the Station 
To be Maecenas of the Nation, 

For Poets open Table kept, 

But ne'er con lida'd where they flept j 

L 3 Himfelf, 
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Let all his Barren Lawrels fade, 

Took up himfelf tPle Courtier's Trade, 

And, grown a Minijler of State , 

Saw Poets at his Levee wait. 

$ 

v 

Hall, happy Pope! whofe generous Mind 
Detefting all the Statefman Kind, 

Contemning Courts , at Courts unfeen, 

Refus’d the Vifits of a . 

* A Soul with ev’ry Virtue fraught, 

By Sages , Priejls , or Poets taught ; 

Whole filial Piety excels 
Whatever Grecian Story tells j 
A Genius for all Stations fit, 

Whofe meaneft Talent is his Wit j 
His Heart too great, tho’ Fortune little, 

To lick a Rafcal Statefman s Spittle $ 
Appealing to the Nation’s Tafte, 

Above the Reach of Want is plac’d : 

By Homer dead was taught to thrive. 

Which Homer never could alive j 
And fits aloft on Pindus' Head, 

Peipifing Slaves that cringe for Bread. 

True Politicians only pay 
Vor folid Work , but notion Play j 
Nor ever chufe to work with Tools 
Forg’d up in Colleges and Schools. 

Confider how much more is due 
To all their Journey-men, than you : 

At Table you can Horace quote ; 

They at a Pinch can bribe a Vote ; 

You 



4 - 
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CarefHng Knaves, and Dunces wooing, 

To make them work their own undoing. 

What has he elfe to bait his Traps., 

Or bring his Vermin in, but Scraps ? 

The Offals of a Church di th eft, 

A hungry Vicarage at heft ; 

Or forne remote inferior Pojl, 

With forty Pounds a Year at moft. 

- But, here again you interpofe j 
Your favourite Lord is none of thofe 
Who owe their Virtues to their Stations, 

And Chara6lers to Dedications : 

For, keep him in, or turn him out, 

His Learning none wiil call in doubt : 

His Learning , tho’ a Poet faid it 
Before a Play, would lofe no Credit ; 

Nor Pope would dare deny him Wit, 

Altho’to praife it Pm— ps writ. 

I own, he hates an A£ti on bafe, 

His Virtues battling with his Place ; 

Nor wants a nice dilcerning Spirit, 

Betwixt a true and fpurious Merit ; 

Can fometimes drop a Voter's Claim, 

And give up Party to his Fame. 

I do the mdtt that Friendjbip can $ 

I hate the Viceroy > love the Man. 

But You who, till your Fortune's made, 
Muft be a Snxseet'ner by your Trade, 

Shou’d fwear he never meant us ill $ 

We fuffer fore againft his Will \ 

5 That, 



$ 
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That, if we could but fee his Heart, 

He would have chofe a milder Phrt : 

We rather Ihould lament his Cafe,, 

Who inuft obey, or lofe his Place . 

Since this Refleflion flipt your Pen, 

Infert it when' you write again t 
And, to illuilrate it, produce 
This Simile for his Excufe } 

“ So, to deftroy a guilty Land, 

“ An Angel fent by Hearn's Command, 
tc While he obeys Almighty Will, 

“ Perhaps, may fceT QontpaJJion ftill ; 

* f And with the Talk had been alfign'd 

“ To Spirits of lefs gentle Kind. 

* * > . * 

But I, in Politicks grown old, 

Whofe Thoughts are of a different Mould* 
Who, from my Soul, fmcerely hate 
Both — *■- and Minifiers of State , 

Who look on Courts with llri&er Eyes, 

To fee the Seeds of Vice arife. 

Can lend you an Allufion fitter, 

Though fiat f ring Knaves may call it hitter ; 
Which, if you dtirft but give it place, ' 
Would (hew you many a Statefmans Face : 
Frefh from the Tripod of Apollo 
I had it in the Words that follow : 

(Take Notice, to avoid Offence, 

I here except His Excellence*) 

« So* 
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c< So, to effect his Monarch's Ends, 

<£ From Hell a Viceroy Dev’l afcends ; 
fi His Budget with Corruptions cramm’d, 

“ The Contributions of the Damn'd j 
“ Which with unfparing Hand, he ftrows 
“ Through Courts and Senates as he goes ; 
“ And then at Belzehub's Black Hall , 

“ Complains his Budget was too finall. 

Your Simile may better fliine 
In Verfe ; but there is Truth in mine. 

For, no imaginable Things 

Can differ more than God and 

And Statefmcn, by ten Thoufand Odds, 
Are Angels juft as are Gods. 

v 



* T O 

Janus , on New-Years-Day, 

Written in the Year 1729. 

* ' / 

T W O - faced Janus , God of Time ! 

Be my Phcehus while I rhyme $ 

To oblige your Crony S /, 

Bring our Dame a New- Year’s-Gift; 

She has got but half a Face ; 

Janus, fince thou haft a Brace, 

To my Lady once be kind ; 

Give her half thy Face behind. 

God 
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God of Time, if you be wife. 
Look not with your future Eyes : 
What imports thy forward Sight ? 
Well, if you could lofe it quite. 

Can you take Delight in viewing 
This poor Ifle's approaching Ruin ? 
When thy Retro lpe£lion vaft. 

Sees the glorious Ages pall. 

Happy Nation were we blind. 

Or had only Eyes behind. 

Drown your Morals, Madam ays. 
I'll have none but forward Eyes ; 
Prudes decay'd about may tack. 
Strain their Necks with looking back 
Give me Time when coming on : 
Who regards him when he’s gone f 
By the D— - n though gravely told. 
New Years help to make me old ; 
Yet I find a New Year's Lace 
Burnilhes an Old Years Face : 

Give me Velvet and Quadrille, 

I'll have Youth and Beauty Hill. 



Drapier's 
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Drapier’s HILL. 
Written in the Year 1729. 

W E give the World to underftand, 

Our thriving D— n has purchas’d 
Land j 

A Purchafe which will bring him clear 
Above his Rent four Pounds a Year j 
Provided, to improve the Ground, 

He will but add Two Hundred Pound, 

And from his endlefs hoarded Store, 

To build a Houfe, five hundred more. 

Sir Arthur * too fliall have his Will, 

And call the Manfion Drapicr' s Hill : 

That when a Nation, long enfiav'd, 

Forgets by whom it once was fav'd j 
When none the DRAriER's Praife ftiall fing ; 
His Signs aloft no longer fwing ; 

His Medals and his Prints forgotten. 

And all his f Handkerchiefs are rotten ; 

His famous Letters made wafte Paper 5 
This Hill may keep the Name of Drapier *• 

In Spight of Envy flourifh ftili. 

And Drapier's vie with Cooper’s Hill. 

* *Tbe Gentleman of whom the Purchafe was 
• made. 

•f- Medals were cafl , many Signs bung up, 
and Handkerchiefs made with Devices, in Ho- 
nour of the Author , under the Name of M. B. 
Prapier. 

Vql.X. M . The 
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•The Grand Queftion debated. 

Whether 

Hamilton's ;f Bawn fhould be turn- 
ed into a Barrack or a Mait- 
Honfe. 

Written in the Year iftg. 

T HUS fpoke to my Lady the Knight fujl 
of Care, 

Let me have your Advice in a weighty Affair. 
This * Hamilton’s Bawn, whilit it fticks on 
my Hand, 

I lofe by the Houfe what I get by the Land ; 
But how to dilpofe of it to the beft Bidder, 

For a || Barrack or Malt -Houfe, we new mu ft 
eonfider. 

Firft, let me fuppofe I make it a Malt -Houfe, 
Iljpre I have computed the Profit will fall t’us ; 

y 

f A Bawn was a Place near the Houfe , in- 
doped with Mud or Stone Walls, to keep the Cat- 
tle jrom being folen in the Night. They arc now 
little ufed . 

* A large old Houfe, two Miles from Sir A-— 
A 's Seat. 

|j The Army in Ireland is lodged in flrong 
Buildings over the whole Kingdom, called Bar- 
racks. 

There's 
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There’s nine Hundred Pounds for Labour and 
Grain, 

I increafe it to Twelve, fo three Hundred re- 
main j 

A handioifte Addition for Wine and good 
Chear, 

Three Diflies a Day, and three Hogfheads a 
Y ear : 

With a Dozen large Vefleis my Vault (hall be 
ftor’d j 

No little fcrub Joint fhall come on my Board s 

And you and the Dean no more (hall combine 

T o Hint me at Night to one Bottle of Wine ; 

Nor fhall I, for his Humour, permit you to 
purloin 

A Stone and a Quarter of Beef from my Sirloin. 

If I make it a Barrack , the Crown is my T e- 
nant ; 

My Dear, I have ponder'd again and again 
on’t : 

In Poundage and Drawbacks I lofe half my 
Rent, 

Whatever they give me I mu ft be content, 

Or join with the Court in ev’ry Debate $ 

And rather than that, I would lofe my Eftate. 

Thus ended the Knight : Thus began his 
meek Wjfe ; 

Jt mujl, and it Jhall be a Barrack , my Life. 



M 2 I'm 
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I’m grown a meerMopus ; no Company comes* 
But a Rabble of Tenants, and nifty dull 
* Rums 1 

With Per fans what Lady can keep herfelf clean ? 
I’m all over dawb’d when I fit by the Dean. 
But if you will give us a Barrack , my Dear, 
The Captain, I’m lure, will always come here;- 
I then lhall not value his Deanihip a Straw, 
Forth e Captain, I warrant, will keep him in 
Awe ; 

Or (hould he pretend to be b rifle and alert, 

Will tell him that Chaplains ihouki not be ft> 
pert j 

That Men of his Coat- fliould be minding their 
Pray'rs, 

And not among Ladies to give themfelves Airs* 

i * 

Thus argu’d my Lady, but argu’d in vain ; 
The Knight his Opinion refolv d to maintain. 

But f Hannah , who liften’d to all that was 
pall, 

And could not endure fo vulgar a Tafte, 

As fbon as her Lady thip call’d to be dreft, 
Cry’d, Madam, why furely rfty Mailer’s pofleft ; 
Sir Arthur the Malfter ! how fine it will leund ! 
I’d rather the Ba-xvn were ftmk under Ground. 

* A cant Word in Ireland for a poor Country 

Clergyman. 

f My Lady's Waiting-woman, 

But 
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But Madam, I guefs’d there wou’d never cpme 
Good, 

When I faw him To often with # Darby and 
Wood. 

And now my Dream’s out ; for I was a-dream’d 

That I faw a huge Rat ; O dear, how I fcream'd ! 

And after, methought, I had loft my new 
Shoes ; 

And Molly , fhe faid, I fliould hear fome ill 
News. 

Dear Madam, had you but the Spirit to 
teaze, 

You might have a Barrack whenever you 

pleale : 

And, Madam, I always believ’d you lb ftout. 

That for twenty Denials you would not give 
out. 

If I had a Hulband like him, I pirtefl, 

’Till he gave me my Will, I would give him 
no Reft ; 

And rather than come in the fame Pair of 
‘Sheets 

With liich a crofs Man, I would lie in the 
Streets 

But, Madam, I beg you contrive and invent. 

And worry him out, ’till he gives his Conlent. 

Dear Madam, whene’er of a Barrack I think. 

An I were to be hang'd, I can't deep a wink ; 

* Two of Sir A— V Managers , 

M 3 
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For, if a new Crotchet comes into my Brain, * 
I can’t get itent, tho’ I’d never fo fain. 

I fancy already a Barrack contriv'd 
At Hamilton’s Ba-wn, and the Troop is 
arriv’d ; . • „ 

Of this, to be fure, Sir Arthur has Warning, 
And waits on the Captain betimes the nest 
Morning. 

\ 

Now, fee, when they meet, how their Ho- 
nours behave ; 

Noble Captain , your Servant-— Sir Arthur your 
Slave; *; jT 

You honour me much — the Honour is mine—, 
’Twas a fad rainy Night— but the Morning 
is fine — - 

Pray how does my Lady ?— My Wife's at 
your Service.— 

I think 1 have feen her Picture by Jer<vis. ~ 
Good- morrow, good Captain, — I’ll wait on 
you down — 

You fhan't ftir a Foot-— You’ll think me a 
Clown--- 

For all the World, Captain, not half an Inch 
farther 

You rnuft be obey’d— your Servant, Sir Ar- 
thur ; 

My humble Refpe&s to my Lady unknown — 
I hope you will ule my Houfe as your own. 

€t Go, bring me my Smock, and leave off 
“ your Prate, 

“ Thou haft certainly gotten a Cup in thy 
, “ Pate. 

. * . Pray, 



\ 
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Pray, Madam, be quiet ; what was it I faid ?-- 
You had like to have put it quite out of my 
Head. , ... 

JJext Day to be fure the Captain will come, 
At the Head of his Troop, with Trumpet and 
Drum : . 

Now, Madam, obferve, how he marches in 
State : 

The Man with the Kettle-Drum enters the 
Gate : 

Dub, dub , adub, dub. The Trumpeters follow, 
Tantara y tantara , while all the Boys hollow. 
See, now comes the Captain all dawb'd with 
Gold Lace : 

O law ! the fweet Gentleman ! look in his Face ; 

^ And fee how he rides like a Lord of the Land, 
With the fine flaming Sword that he holds in 
his Hand} 

And his Horfe, the dear Creter, it prances ancf 
rears, 

With Ribbons in Knots, at its Tale and its 
Ears : 

At la ft comes the Troop, by the Word ol Com- 
mand, 

Drawn up in our Court } when the Captain 
cries. Stand. 

Your l.advfhip lil ts up t lie Safh to be feen, 

(For fure, I had dizen'd you out like a Siucen \) 
The Captain, to drew he is proud of the Favour, 
Looks up to your Window, and coeks up h.s 
Beaver. 

(His 
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(His Beaver is cock'd j pray Madam, mark 
that, 

For a Captain of Horle never takes ofFhis Hat; 
Becaufe he has never a Hand that is idle ; 

For, the Right holds the Sword, and the Left 
holds the Bridle,) ' • - 

Then fiourifhes thrice bis Sword in the Air, 

As a Compliment due to a Lady Co fair ; 

(How I tremble to think of the Blood it hath 
fpiltj) 

Then he low'rs down the Point, and kiffes the 
Hilt. 

Your l.adyjhip fmiles, and thus you begin ; 
Pray, Captain , be pleas'd to light, and walk in : 
The Captain lalutes you with Cun gee profound , 
And your Ladyjbip curtiSes halt way to the 
Ground. 

KIT, run to your Matter, and bid him 
come to us, 

I'm fure he’ll be proud of the Honour you 
do us j 

And, Captain, you '11 d o us the Favour to flay. 
And take a /hort Dinner here with us To-day : 
Your’re heartily welcome: But as for good 
Chear, 

You come in the very worft Time of the Year s 
Jf I had expe&ed fo worthy a Guell : 

Lord ! Madam ! your Ladyihip fine ^sin Jett ; 
You banter me. Madam, the Kingdom mutt 
grant — 

Y ou Officers, Captain , are fo complaifant. 

“ Hitt, 
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ft Hid, Huffy, I think I hear Tome Body 
coining 

$0, Madam ; ’tis only Sir Arthur a humming. 

To fhorten my Tale (for I hate a long Story) 

1 The Captain at Dinner appears in his Glory j 
The Dean and the * Doftor have humbled 
their Pride, 

F or the Captain's entreated to lit by your Side m r 
And tecaufe he’s their betters, you carve for 
him firft j 

The Parfons , for Envy, are ready to hurfic : 
The Servants amaz’d are fcarce ever able 
To keep off their Eyes, as they wait at the 
T able } 

And Molly and I have thruft in our Nofe, 

.To peep at the Captain , in all his fine Clo'es : 
Deal Madam, be fine lie's a fine fpoken Man, 
Do but hear on the Clergy how glib his Tongue 
ran ; 

And, Madam, fays he, if fuch Dinners you 
give, 

“ You’ll never want Parfons as long as you 
liv e 5 - 

te I ne’er knew a Parfun without a good Nofe, 
“ But theDevil’s as welcome wherever he goes : 
“ G— d— me, they bid us reform and repent, 

“ But, Z— s, by their Looks, they never keep 
Lent : 

* DoSt or Jenny, a Clergyman in the Neigh - 
bourhccd. 

* c Miller 
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11 Miller Curate , for all your grave Looks I’m 

afraid 

“ You call a Sheep's Eye 011 her Ladyflrip'k 
Maid, 

c< I wiih Ihe would lend you her pretty -white 
Hand, 

<l In mending your Caffock, and fm 00 thing 
your Band : 

<( (For the Dean was fo fhabbv, and look'd 
like a Ninny, 

** That the Captain fuppos’d he -was Curate to 

Jenny 0 

<c Whenever you fee a Caflook and Gown, 

41 A Hundred to One, but it covers a Clown j 
** Obferve how a Parfcn comes into a Room, 
G— d— me, he hobblesas bad as mv Groom 3 
4i A Scbdard; when jull from his College broke 
loofe, 

4C Can hardly tell how to ciy Bo to a Goofe ; 

“ Your *f- Novels, and Blutarks , and Omurs 
and Stuff, 

e{ By G--- thoy don't fignify this Pinch of 
Snuff. 

tc To gi ve a youngGentleman right Education, 
ei The Army’s the oniy good School in the 
Nation ; 

ct My School-mafter call'd me a Dunce and a 
Fool, 

“ But at Cuffs I was always tire Cock of the 
School j 

f O-vkis, Jjllutarcbs , Homers. 

" I 
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V I never cuuld take to my Book for the Blood 
o’me, 

ct And the Puppy confefs'd, he expe&ed no 
Oood o’me. 

“ He caught me one Morning coquetting hi s 
TV ;ie, 

“ Suthe maul’d me, I ne’er was fo maul'd in 
my Lif e : 

“ So, Took to the Road, and, what’s very odd, 
** 'The SrftMan I robb'd was a Parfon by G— . 
* s Now-Madam, you'ii think it a ilrange Thing 
to lay, ® 

41 But the Sight of a» Book, makes me Tick tp 
• this l>ay. 

Never fince I was born did I hear fo much 
Wit, 

And, Madam, I laugh'd till I thought I fhou’d 

fp Jit. . 

So, thro you look'd fcomful, aud fnift at the 
i Dean, 

As who flionld fay. Now, am 1 || Skinny and 
Lee*. 'i ? 

But, he durft not fo much as once open his Lips, 
And the Doflor wasplaguily down in the Hips. 

Thu? mercilefs Hannah ran on in her Talk, 
Till !‘*e heard the Dean call, Will your Lady {bit 
Weik? '• J r 

Her LcJftip anfwers, I'm juft coming do wn ; 
Then, turning to Hannah, and forcing a Fj own, 
Altho’itwas plain, in her Heart Hie was glad. 
Cry d, Huffy, why fare the Wench is gone mad : 

{j Nick -Names for mj Led}. 

iiow 
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How con'd thefe Chimera's , get into your 
Brains ?--- 

Come hither, and take this old Gown for your 
Pains. 

But the Dean, if this Secret fhou'd come to his 
Ears, 

Will never have done with his Gibes and his 
jeers : 

For your Life, not a Word of the Matter, I 
charge ye : . 

■* Give me but a fi arrack, a Fig for the Clergy. 

I 



An Excellent new Ballad \ cr the 
true Englifh Dean -f to be hanged 
for a Rape., 

Written in the Year 1730. 

I v V 

I. 

C X U R Brethren of England, who love us 
Jr fo dear, 

And in all they do for us fo kindly do mean, 
A Bleflingupon them, have fent us this Year, 
For the good of our Church, a true Englijb 
Dean. 

A holier Prieft ne’er was wrapt up in Crape, 
The worft jou can fay, he committed a Rape. 

In 

f S--br~gc, Dean of Femes, 



\ 
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II. 

In his Journey to Dublin , he lighted at Chejler , 
And there he grew fond of another Man’s 
Wife 5 

Burft irito her Chamber, and wow’d have ca- 
refs’d her ; 

But (lie valu’d her Honour much more than 
her Life. 

She buftted and ftruggled, and made her Efcape 
To a Room full of Guefts, for fear of a Rape. 



III. 

The Dean he -purfu’d to recover his Gaihe ; 

And now to attack her again he prepares : 
But theCompany ftood in Defence of the Dame, 
They cudgel’d,and cuft him, and kick’d him 
down Stairs. 

His Deanlhip was now in a damnable Scrape, 
And this was no Time for committing a Rape. 

IV. 

T-o Dublin he comes, to the Bagnio he goes. 
And orders the Landlord to bring him a 
Whore j 

No Scruple came on him his Gown to expofc, 
’Twas wbat all his Life he had praftis’d be- 
fore. 

Vol.X. £1 He 
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He had made himfelf drunk •with the Juice of 
the Grape, 

And got a good Clap, but committed no Rape. 

■ '■ ' ' ' V. 

The Dean and his landlord, a jolly Comrade, 
Refolv’dfor a Fortnight to fwim in Delight $ 
For why, they had botii been brought up to the 
Trade 

Of drinking all Day, and of whoring all 
Night. 

His Landlord was ready hisDeanlhip to ape 
In ev’ry Debauch, but committing a Rape. * 

VI. 

This Proteflant Zealot, this Euglijh Divine, 

In Church and in State was of Principles 
' • found } 

' Was truer than Steel to die Hanover Line, 

And griev'd that a To?y fliould live above 
Ground. 

Shall a Subject fo loyal be hang’d by the Nape, 
For no other Crime but committing a Rape i 

VII. 

By old Popijb Canons, as wife Men have penn'd 
’em. 

Each Priefthad a Concubine, jure Ecch/ue \ 
Who’d be Dean of E ernes without a Co?ninendam ? 
And Precedents we can produce, ifitpleafe 

VP • * 

- ^ a - Then 
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Then why fhould the Dean, when Whores axe 
fo cheap, 

Be put to the Peril, and Toil of a Rape ? 

1 

VIII. 

* * 

If Fortune fhould pleafe but to take fuch a Cro- 
chet, 

(To thee I ap^ly, great Smedley's SuccefTor) * 

To give thee Lanxm Sleeves, a Mitre and Ro- 
chet, 

Whom wouldft tlicu refemble ? I leave thee a 
Guefler j 

But I only behold thee in * Atherton ' s Shape, 

For Sodomy hang’d, as thou for a Rape. 

IX. 

Ah 1 doft thou not envy the brave Col'nel Char- 
tres , 

Condemn’d for thy Crime at Threefcore and 
ten ? 

To hang him all England would lend him their 
Garters $ 

Yet he lives, and is ready to i-avilh again. 

Then throttle (hyfelf with an Eli of ftrong 
Tape, * 

For thou halt not a Groat toattonefor aRape. 



* A Bifkop of- Waterford, fentfrom England, 
a hundred Years ago. 

'Mi X. The 



* 
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X. 

« 

The Dean he was vex'd that his Whores were 
fo willing : 

He long’d for a Girl that would ftruggle and 
fquall $ 

He ravifh’dher fairly, and fav'd a good Shilling;- 
But here was to pay the Devil and all. 

9 His Trouble and Sorrows now come in a Heap, 
And hang’d he mult be for committing a Rape. 

XI. 

If Maidens^are ravilh’d, it is their own Choice ; 

Why are they fo wilful to ftFUggle with Men ? 
If they would but lie quiet, and Itifle their Voice,. 

No Devil nor Dean could ravifh 'em then. 
Nor would there be need of a Itrong Hemperf 
Cape, 

TyM round the Dean’s Neck, for committing a 
Rape. 

XII. 

« 

<^ur Church and our State dear England main- 
tains, ' 

For which all true Proteftant Hearts Ihould 
be glad j 

She fends us our B--s and J— s and D— s ; 

And better would give us, if better lhe had j 

But, 
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But, Lord, how the Rabble will flare and will 
gape, 

When the good Engli/b Dean is hang'd up for 
a Rape. 



The LAD Y’s DrefTmg Room. 

« Written in the Year 1730. 

F ive Hours, (and who can do it lefs in ?) 1 
By haughty Calia fpent in d re fling j 
The Goddefs from her Chamber iflues, 

- Array’d in Lace, Brocades, and Tifliies. 
Strepbon , who found the 'Room was void, 

And Betty otherwife employ’d, 

Stole in, and took a ftrifl Survey 
Of all the Litter as it lay : 

Whereof, to make the Matter clear. 

An Inventory follows here. 

And firft, a dirty Smock appear’d. 

Beneath the Arms-pits well befmear'd ; 
Strepbon , the Rogue, diiplay’d it wide. 

And turn’d it round on ev’ry Side : 

In fuch a Cafe, few Words are heft, 

And Strepbon bids us guels the red; 

But fwears how damnably the Men tie, 

In Calling Calia fweet and cleanly, 

N 3 Now 
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Now liften, while he next produces 
The various Combs for various Ufes j 
Fill'd up with Dirt lb clofely fixt. 

No Brulh cou’d force a Way betwixt 5 
A Pafteof Compofition rare, 

Sweat, Dandriff, Powder, Lead, and Hair* 

A Forehead-Cloth with Oil npon’t. 

To fmooth the Wrinkles on her Front i 
Here, Allum-Flower to flop the Steams, 
Exhal’d from four unfav’ry Streams ; 

There, Night-Gloves made of Tripfey's Hide, 
Bequeath’d by Tripfey when (he died ; 

With Puppy- Water, Beauty’s Help, 

Di foil'd from Tripfey ' s darling Whelp. 

Here Gally-pots and Vials plac'd, 

Some fiH’ckydth Wadies, fome withPafte ^ 
Some with Pomatums, - Paints, and Slops, 

And Ointments good for fcabby Chops* 

Hard by, a filthy Bafon ftands, 

Foul'd with the fcowring of her Hands j 
The Bafon takes whatever comes, 

The Scraping from her Teeth and Gums, 

A nafty Compound of all Hues, 

For here (he lpits, and here (lie fpues. 

But O ! it turn'd poor Strephon ' s Bowels, 
When he beheld and (melt the Towels, 
Begumm’d, be matter’d, and bedim'd. 

With Dirt, and Sweat, and Ear-wax grim’d. 

'No Object Strephon's Eyeefcapes; 

Here, Petticoats in frowzy Heaps j 
Nor be the Handkerchiefs forgot, 

All varnifh’d o’er with Snuff and Snot. 

The- 
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The Stockings why fhould I expofe, 

Stain’d with the Moifture of her Toes ; 

Or greafy Coifs, or Pinners reeking, 

W hlch Calia, ilept at leaft a W eek in . 

A Pair of Tweezers next he found. 

To pluck her Brows in Arches round ; 

Or Hairs that fink the Forehead low', 

Or on her Chin like Briftles grow. 

The Virtues we muft not let pafs . ", 
Of Calia's magnifying Glafs ; 

When frighted Strephon calt his Eye on't. 

It fhew’d the Vifageof a Giant i 
A Glafs that can to Sight difclofe 
The fmallell Worm in Cilia's Nofe, 

And faithfully direft her Nail 
To fqueeze it out from Head to Tail ; 

For, catch it nicely by the Head, 

It mult come out, alive or dead. 

Why, Strephon , will you tell the reft ; 

And mult you needs deferibe the Chefl ? 

That carelefs Wench ! No Creature warmer 
To move it out from yonder Corner ? 

But leave it Handing full in Sight, 

For you to exercife your Spite. 

In vain the Workman Ihew’d his Wit, 

With Rings and Hinges counterfeit, 

To make ‘it feem in this Difguile 
A Cabinet to vulgar Eyes, ; 

Which Strephon ventur'd to look in, 

Reiolv’d to go thro' thick and thin y 



3 
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Ha lifts the Lid : There needs no more. 

He fmelt it all the Time before. 

As, from within Pandora " s Box, 

When Epimetheus op’d the Locks, 

A fudden univerfal Crew 
Of human Evils upward flew ; 

He ftill was comforted to find 
That Hope at laft remain’d behind. 

So, Stryphon lifting up the Lid, 

To view what in the Cheft was hid. 

The Vapour flew from out the Vent 
But Strephon , cautious, never meant 
The Bottom of the Pan to grope, 

And foul his Hands in fearch of Hope , 

O ! ne’er may filch a vile Machine 
Be once in Cali a" s Chamber feen j 
O ! may (he better learn to keep 
Thofe Secrets of the hoary Deep * 

As Mutton-Cutlets, f prime of Meat, 
Which, though with Art you fait and beat. 

As Laws of Cookery require. 

And roaft them at the cleared Fire $ 

If from J] adown the hopeful Chops, 

The Fat upon a Cinder drops, 

# Milton . 

f Prima Virorum , 

jj Vid D-*n D—-’s Works and N, P — y’/. 

To 
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To (linking Smoke it turns the Flame, 
Pois’ning the Fle(h from whence it came, : 
And up exhales a greafy Stench, 

For which you curie the carelefs Wench 5 
So, Things which mail not be expreft. 

When plumpt into the reeking Chelt, * t 
Send up an excremental Smell, 

To taint the Parts from whence they fell ; 

The Petticoats and Gown perfume, 

And waft aStibk round ev'ry Room. 






Thus finiftiing his grand Survey, 
The Swain diigulted Hunk away j 
Repeating in his am’rous Fits 
Oh! Calia , Ccelia , Cali a, (h — . 



But Vengeance , Goddefs never (leeping,- 
Soon punch’d Strephon for his peeping 1 
His foul Imagination links 

Each Dame he fees with all her Stinks ; 

m •* 

And, if unfiaviy Odours fly, 

Conceives a Lady (landing by. 

All Women his Defcription fits. 

And both Ideas jump like Wits j ‘ 

By vicious Fancy coupled fall. 

And dill appearing in Contra 'ft. 

I pity wretched Strephon , blind 
To all the Charms of Woman Kind. - 
Should I the Queen of Lo<ve refufe, 

Becaufe (he rofe from (linking Ooze ? 

To him tliat looks behind the Scene, 

Statiras but fome pocky Quean. 

When 
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When Calia all her Glory (hows, 
u jj£f Strephon would but ftop his Nofe, 

Who now fo impioufly blafphemes 

Her Ointments, Daubs, and Paints and Creams, 

Her Waflies, Slops, and ev’ry Clout, 

With which he makes fo foul a Rout ; 

He foon would learn to think like me. 

And blefs his ravifh’d Eyes to fee __ 

Such Order from Confulion fprung* 

Such gaudy 'Tulips rais'd from Dung. 



The Power of T I M E *. 

Written in the Year 1730. 

I F neither Brafs nor Marble can withftand 
The mortal Force of Time's deft motive 
Hand; *’• 

If Mountains fink to Vales, if Cities die. 

And lefs’ning Rivers mourn their Fountains dr)': 
When my old Caflbck (laid a Weljh Divine) 

Is out at Elbows ; why Ihould I repine ? 

* Sjarron hath written a larger Poem on the 
fame Subjefi, 



The 



* 
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THE 

« 

Revolution at MarkeUHilh 



Written in the Year 1730. 

F Rom diftant Regions Fortune fends 
An odd Triumvirate of Friends ; 

Wliere Phoebus pays a fcanty Stipend, 

Where never yet a Codling ripen’d ; 

Hither the frantick Goddds draws 
Three SufFrere in a min’d Caufe : 

By Fa&ion banilh’d here unite, 

A D--n, a * Spaniard., and a Knight ; ' 

. Unite, but on Conditions cruel ; 

The D— n and Spaniard find it too well : 
Condemn’d to live in Service hard ; 

On either Side his Honour’s guard, 

The Dean to guard his Honour's Back, 

Muft build a Caftle at f Drumlack ; 

The Spaniard , fore againft his Will, 

Muft raife a Fort at Market-Hill. 

* Col. Harry Leflie, who f erod'd and lin'd 
long in Spain. 

f ’The Irifh Name of a Far?n the D— n took, 
and was to build on , but changed his Mind : He 

called it Drapier’s Hill, See that Poem. 

, And 
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From * Market- Hill's exalted [-lead, 

Full northward let your Troops he led j 
While I from Drapier's-M nut defcend, 
And to the South my Squadrons bend. 
Nenu-Rinjer-Wcdk with friendly Shade, 
Shall keep my Hoft in Arabufcade j 
While you, from where the Bafon (hands 
■Shall l'cftle the Rampart with your Bands. 
Nor need we doubt the Fort to win ; 

I hold Intelligence within. 

True, Lady Anne no Danger fears. 

Brave as the Upton Fan fhe wears j 
Then left upon ouf firft Attack 
Her valiant Ann fhould force us back. 
And we pf all our Hopes depriv’d ; 

I have a Stratagem contriv’d. 

By thefe embroider'd high-heel’d Shoes, 
She fhall be caught as in a Noofe ; 

So well contriv’il her Toes to pinch, 
She'll not have Povv’r to ftir an Inch ■: 
Thefe gaudy Shoes mu ft f Hannah place 
Direft before her Lady’s Face ; 

The Shoes put on, our faithful Portrefs 
Admits us in to'ftorm the Fortrefs ; 
While tortur’d Madam bound remains* 
Tike Mwtezjime in golden Chains, 

Or like a Cat with Walnuts fhod. 
Stumbling at ev’ry Step ftie trod. '> 



* A Pillage near Sir A A 

f My Lady's waiting- Maid. 
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To mortify the Creature more, 

We’ll take her Heels five Inches low’r. 

\ 

For Hannah , when we have no need of her, 
’Twill be our Int’reft to get rid of her ; 

And when we execute our Plot, 

Tis beft to hang her on the Spot ; 

As all your Politicians wife 
Difpatch the Rogues by whom they rife. 



TRAULUS. 

* • 

■ 

* 

A Dialogue between STew and Robin '. 

- The Firft PART. 

* * « 

Written in the Year 17 30. 

Tea*. O AY, Robin, what can Tr aulas mean 

By bell’wing thus againft the D~tm ? 
Why does he call him paltry Scribler, 

Papifl , and Jacobite, and Lib'ler ? 

Yet cannot prove a fmgle Fail: ? 

Robin. Forgive him, 'Tom, his Head is crackt. 

O % Tom.. What 
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4 Tom . WhatMiicluef can the D— have dont 
him* 

That e . Traulus calls for Vengeance on him ? 

Why muft he fputtcr* fpayvl, and Haver it 
In vain a gain ft the People’s FavVitc ? 

Revile that Nation-lkving Paper, 

Which gave the 1)--- the Name of Draper ? 

• * k 

Robin. Why, Tom, I think the.Cafe is plain* 
Party and Spleen have turn'd his Brain. 

Tom. Such Friendfliip never Man profeft* 
The D-- was never lo careft j 
For Tnndus long his Rancour mutt, 

’Till God knows why, 3 ? laft it burft. 

That clumly Ouilidq of a Porter, 

How could it thus conceal a Courtier ? 

• • * r + 

t ' ' K * *) **•••• 

Robin. I own, Appearances are bad j 
Yet ftiil inlift, the Man is road. * • - 

% 

Tom . Yet many a Wretch in Bedlam knows 
How to difttnguifh Friends from Foes ; 

And, thef perhaps among the Rout, 

He wildly flings his Filth about ; 

He (till has Gratitude and Sap’cnce, • 

To fpare the Folks that give him Ha’pence ] 
Nor in their Eyes at Random pi lies. 

But turns afide, like mad UlyjJ'es ; ... 

While Tranius all his Ordure fcatters, 

To foul the Man he chiefly flatters. 

Whence pome theie inconftftent Fits ? 

• 4 . v * » 

** r i * Robin. Why 
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Robin. Why Tom, the Man has loft his 
Wits. 

Tom. Agreed : And yet when Towzer fnaps 
At People’s Heels with frothy Chaps ; 

Hangs down his Head, and drops his Tail, 

To fay he’s mad, will not avail : 

The Neighbours all cry. Shoot him dead. 

Hang, drown, or knock him on the Head » 

So Traulus when he firft harangu’d, 

I wonder why he was not hang’d j 
For of the two, without Difpute, 

Towzer's the lefs offeniive Brute. 

Robin . Tom , you mi (lake the Matter quite j 
Your barking Curs will feldom bite ; 

And tho’ you hear him Stut-tut-tut-ter, 

He barks as faft as he can utter. 

He prates infpightof all Impediment, 

While none believes that what he faid he mean’t; 
Puts in his Finger and his Thumb, 

To grope for Words, and out they come. 

He calls you Rogue ; there’s nothing in it. 

He fawns upon you in a Minute : 

Begs Leave to rail, but d—n his Blood , 

He only meant it for your Good : 

His Friend/hip was exaftly tim'd. 

He Jhot before your Foes were prim'd. 

By this Contrivance, Mr. D-~- 

By G-— I'U bringyou off as chan ■■ * 

* This is the ufual Excufe of Traulus when be 
abufes you to often without Provocation , 

O 3 ’ Then 



/ 
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Then let him ufe yon e’er for rough, 

Tivas till for Love, and that’s enough, 

But though lie fp utter thro’ a Seflion, 

It never makes the leaft Impreffion 1* 
Wh^te’er he fpeaks for Madnefs goes. 
With no Effect on Friends or Foes. 

’Tom. The fcrubbieft Cur in all the Pack 
Can fet the Maftiff on your Back, 

I own, his Madnefs is a .left, 

If that were all. But he’s pofleft. 
Incarnate with a thoufand Imps, 

To work whofe Ends his Madnefs pimps ; 
Who o’er each String and Wire prefide. 
Fill ev’ry Pipe, each Motion guide 5 
Dire6ling Cv'iy Vice we find . 

In Scripture to the Devi afTign’d $ 

Sent from the dark infernal Region, 

In him they lodge, and make him Legion* 
Of Brethren he’s a falfe Accufer j 
A Sland’ver, Traitor, and Seducer; 

A fawning, bafe, trepanning Liar ; 

The Marks peculiar of his Sire. 

Or, -grant him but a Drone atbeft ) 

A Drone can raife a Hornet’s Neft. 

The D — hath felt his Stings before j 
And muft their Malice ne’er give o’er ? 
Still fwann and buzz about his Nofe ? 
But Ireland's Friends ne’er wanted Foes* 
A Patriot is a dang’rous Pofr 
When wanted by his Country moft j 
Perverfely comes irf evil Times, 

Where Virtues are imputed Crimes, 

/ 

4 
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'His Guilt is clear, the Proofs are pregnant, 
A Traytor to the Vices regnant. 






What Spirit fmee the World began, 
Could always bear to jlg'bve with Man'? 
Which God pronounc’d he never wou'd. 
And loon convinc'd them by a Flood. 
Yet Itill the D — on Freedom raves. 

His Spirit always drives with Slaves, 
’Tis Time at laft to fpare his Ink, 

And let them rot, or hang, or fink. 



•TRAULUS. 

The Second PART. ' ' . 

’ ' 'I 

Written in the Year 1730. 

<T* R AULUS of amphibious Breed^ 

Motly Fruit of Mungril Seed 5 
By the Dam from Lord lings {prang, 1 • * 

By the Sire exhal’d from Dung : 

Think on evYy Vice in both, , • - 

00k on him and fee their Growth* 

\ < 

* ‘ 4 ‘ r *' 

View him on the Mother's Side, . * 

Fill’d with palfhood, Spleen, and Pride-* 

PolUive 
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Pofitive and over-bearing, 

Changing ftili, and ftili adhering, 
Spightful, peevifh, rude, untoward. 
Fierce in Tongue, in Heart a Coward ; 
When his Friends he moft is hard on. 
Cringing comes to beg tneir Pardon ; 
Reputation ever tearing. 

Ever de&reft Friendlhip Iwearing ; 
Judgment weak, and Paflion ftrong, , 
Aiways various, always wrong : 
Provocation never waits, 

Where he loves, or where he hates j 
Talks whate’er comes in his Head ; 
Wilhes it were all unfaid. 

Let me now the Vices trace, 

From the Father' s fcoundrel Race. 

Who could give the Looby luch Airs ? 
Were they Mafcns , were they Butchers ? 
Herald lend the Mule an Anfwer j 
From his Atavus and Grand lire: 

This was dextrous at his Trowel, . ; 
That was bred to kill a Cow well : 
Hence the gi ealy clumfy Mien, 

In his Dreis and Figure feen j 
Hence the mean and fordid Soul, 

Like his Body, rank and foul j 
Hence that wild fufpicious Peep, 

Like a Rogue that deals a Sheep ; 
Hence he learnt the Butcher’s Guile, 
Flow to cut your Throat and linile j 
Like a Butcher doom’d for Life, 

In his Mouth to wear his Knife: 
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Hence he draws his daily Food, 

From his Tenants vital Blood. 

» . » , 

« • 2 * 

Laftly, let his Gifts be try’d, , * 

Borrow’d from the Malon's-iide : 

Some perhaps may think him able 
In the State to build a Babel ; 

Coil’d we place him in a Station, 

T o delfroy the old Foundation : 

Tme, indeed, I fliou Id be gladder* _ . . 

* Con’d he learn to vtov.nt a Ladder ; 

May he at his latter End 

Mount alive, and dead defetnd. 

• » » • • 

In him, tell me which prevail. 

Female Vices moll, or Male, 

What produc’d him, can you tell ? , 

Human Race, or Imps of Hell ? 

1 



To B ET T T the Grizette„ , 



Written in the Ve^r 1730. 



O U E E N of Wit and Beauty, Betty ! 

Never may the Mufe forget ye : 

How thy Face charms cv'ry Shepherd, 
Spotted over like a Leopard, 



And, 
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And, thy freckled Neck difplaid. 

Envy breeds in ev'ryMaid. 

Like a fly-blown Cake of Tallow, 

Or on Parchment Ink turn’d yellow 
Or a tawny fpeckled Pippin 
Shrivel’d with a Winter’s keeping. 

And, thy Beauty thus difpatch’d, 

Let me praife thy Wit unmatch’d. 

> • 

Sets of Phrafes, cut and dry. 
Evermore thy T ongue fupply . 

And thy Memory is loaded 
With old Scraps from Plays exploded s 
Stockt with Repartees and Jokes, 
Suited to all Chriftian Folks : 

Shreds of Wit, and fenfelefs Rhymes*. 
Blunder’d out a Thoufand Times. 

Nor wilt thou of Gifts be fparing, 
Which can ne’er be worfe for wearing. 
Picking Wit among Collegians, 

In the Play-Houfe upper Regions j 
Where, in Eighteen-penny Gall’ry, 
h'ijh Nymphs learn Irifh Raillery ; 

But, thy Merit is thy Failing, 

And thy Raillery is Railing. 

Thus with Talents well endu’d 
To be fcrurrilous and rude ; 

When you pertly raife your Snout, 
Fleer, and gibe, and laiigh,and flout t 
„This, among Hibernian AfTes, 

For fheer Wit, and Humour pafles ! 
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Thus indulgent Cbloe bit, ' • 

Swears you have a World of Wit. 



Death and Daphne. 

To an agreeable young Lady, but 
1 extremely lean. 

Written in the Year 1730. 

D EATH went upon a folemn Day, 

At Pluto's Hall, his- Court to pay ; 

The Phantom, having humbly kill 
His grifly Monarch’s l’ooty Fill, 

Prefentedhim the weekly Bills 
Of Doctors, Fevers, Plagues, and Pills.- 
Pluto obfervingfince the Peace, 

The burial Article decreafe } , 

And, vext to fee Affairs mifcarry, 

Declar’d in Council, Death muft marry s 
Vow’d he no longer could fupport 
Old Batchelors about his Court : 

The Int’reft of his Realm had need 
That Death fhould get a num’rous Breed ; 
Young Deathlings , who, by Practice made 
Proficient in their Father’s Trade, 

With 
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With Celeries might dock around 
His large Dominions tinder Ground> 

*v. - - » 

A Confult of Coquets below 
Was call'd, to rig him out a Beau : . • 

From her own Head, Megara takes 
A Periwig of twilled Snakes j ,. v 
Which in the niceltFafhion Curl'd, 

Like * 'Tonpets of this upper World, 
(WithFlow'r of Sulphur powder’d well^ 

That graceful on his Shoulders fell) 

An Adder of the fal^e Kind, t . 

In Line di:-e 61 , hung down behind. 

The Owl, the Raven, and the Bat, 

Ciub’d for a Feather to his Hat j 
His Coat, an Us’rer’s Velvet Pall, 

Bequeath'd to Pluto , Corps and all* 

But loht his Pcrfon to expofe 
Bare, like a Carcafepickt by Crows, 

A Lawyer o’er his Hands and Face, 

Stuck artfully a Parchment Cafe. 

No new-fkixt P.ake fhew'd f airer Skin : : 

Not Phillis after lying in. 

With Snuff was HlPd his Fbon Box, 

‘Of Shin-Bones retted by the Pox. s 

Nine Spirits of blafpheming Fops, 

With Aconite anoint his Chops: 

And give him Words of dreadful Sounds, 

G— d d- nhis Blood, and B— d and W— tb. 

Thus furni fil’d out, he fent his Train 
To take a Houle in W'at^tvick-Lane : 

* Periwigs now in Tajhim are fo called. 
• ‘The 

s 
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The faculty , his humble Friend*, 

A complimental Meflage Tends : 

Their Prefident, in Scarlet Gown, 

Harangu'd, and welcom'd him to Town. 

But Death had Bus’nefs to difpatch ; 
HiaMindwas running on his Match. 

And, hearing much oi Daphne's Fame, 

His Majejty of 'terrors came, 

.Fine as a CoFnel of the Guards, 

' To vifit where {he fat at Cards : 

She, as he came into the Room, 

Thought him Adonis in his Bloont| 

And now her Heart with Pleafiire jumps. 

She fcarce remembers what is Trumps. • 

' For, fuch a Shape of Skin and Bone 
Was never feen except her own : 

Charm'd with his Eyes and Chin and Snout, 
Her Pocket- Glafs drew {lily out j 
And grew enamour'd with her Phiz, 

As juft the Counterpart of his. 

She darted many a private Glance, 

And freely made the firft Advance. 

Was of her Beauty grown fo vain, 

She doubted not to win the Swain, 

Nothing fhe thought con’d fooner gain him, 
Than with her Wit to entertain him. 

She afk'd about her Friends below ; 

This meagre Fop, that batter’d Beau : 

Whether loine late departed Toafts 
Had got Gallants among the Ghofts ? 

If Chloe were a Sharper ftill, 

As great as ever, at Quadrille ? 

VOL. X. P (Th c 
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(The Ladies there muft needs be Rooks, 
For, Cards we know, are Pluto's Books^ 
If Elorimel had found her Love, 

For whom (he hang’d herfelf above? 

How oft a Week was kept a Ball 
By Proferpine , at Pluto's Hall ? 

She fancied, thofe Elf an Shades 
The fweeteft Place for Mafquerades 1 
How pleafant on the Banks of Stjx, 

To troll it in a Coach and Six 1 

What Pride a Female Heart enfbimes ! 
How endlefs Ire Ambition’s Aims! 

Ceafe, haughty Nymph ; the Fates deertfe 
Death muft not be a Spoufe for thee : 

For, when by Chance the meagre Shade 
Upon thy Hand his Finger laid ; 

Thy Hand as dry andcold as Lead j 
His matrimonial Spirit fled, 

He felt about his Heart a Damp, 

That quite extinguifti'd Cupid's Lamp ; 
Away the frighted Spe&re feuds. 

And leaves mjr Lady in ihe Suds.- 



a* 



Digitized by Coogle 







Poems ok federal Occafions. 159 

• ✓ ' «■ .»• • 

On Stephen Duck, the Threfher, 

and Favourite Poet. 

» _ _ , 

1 • *• v 

A QUIBBLING EPIGRAM. 

, 1 

Written in the Year 1730. 

r . • 1 ** ' * " * » 

H E Threfher Duck, cou'd o'er the 
A prevail. 

The Proverb lays. No Fence again ft a Flail. 
From ihrejbutg Corn, he turns to threjb his 
• Brains; ■' ...... * 

For which her M-—y allows him Grains., 
Though ’tis confeft tnat thole who ever law \ 
His Poems, think them all not worth a Straw / 
Thrice happy Duck , employ’d in tlire thing 
Stubble. ! ' 

Thy Toil is ieffen'd, and thy Profits double. 



i 

s i f 





A PANE- 
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. A 

PANEGYRIC Ki 

' • ON THE 

D — n, in the Perfon of a Lady in 
* the North', • 



Written, in the Year 1730. 

R ESOLV’D my Gratitude to fhow. 
Thrice Rev’rend D— n, for all I owe. 
Too long I have my Thanks delay’d \ 
Your Favours left too long unpay’d i 
But now in all our Sexes Name, 

My artlefs Mufe lhall ling your Fame, 



Indulgent you toFe-male Kind, 

To all their weaker Sides are blind ; 

Nine more fuch Champigns as the D— n. 
Would foon reftore our ancient Reign. 

How well to win the Ladies Hearts, 

You celebrate their Wit and Parts! 

How have I felt my Spirits rais’d. 

By you fo oft, fo highly prais'd! 

Transform’d, by your convincing Tongue, 
To witty, beautiful, and young. 

1 hope 
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I hope to quit that aukward Shame 
AfTefted by each vulgar Dame, 

To Modefty a weak Pretence j * . 

And Toon grow pert on Men of Sen/e, • 

To (hew my Face with fcornful Air, 

JLet others match it if they dare. 

. , * ' ‘ ♦ 

Impatient to be out of Debt, 

O , may I never once forget 

The Bai d, who humbly deigns tochulc 

Me for the Subject of his Muf'e. 

Behind my Back, before my Nofe, 

He founds my Praife in Verfe and Profe. 

, i ■ > • * 

My Heart with Emulation bums 
- To make you fuitable Returns : 

My Gratitude the World (hall know i 
And, fee, the Printer's Boy below y 
Ye Hawkers all, your Voices lift j ,.r; : ' J 

A Panegyrick on D— n S — 

And then, to mend the Matter ftill 5 
By Lady Anne of * Market-Hill . ■ * 

I thus begin : My grateful Mufe 
Salutes the D— in di ft ’rent Views ; 

. D— n, Butler, Ufher, Jefter, Tutor j . . 1 

Robert Darby ' s Coadjutor: 

’ • • » , • > i * * * * » • * 

* A Pillage near Sir A-- A — V Houfe , <whete 
the Author pajfcd iivo Summers. 

f The Names of tvjo Q-verfecrs. - ■ ■- / •• 

• • •• < * v \ * 

• V 4. # « < «»• i * « * «' « W 

P 5 ' • Arid 
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And as you in Commiffion fit. 

To rule the Diary next to || Kit. 

In each Capacity I mean 
To fingyour Praife. And firft as D— n s 
Envy muft own, you underftand your 
Precedence, and fupport your Grandeurs 
Nor of your Rank will bate an Ace, 
Except to give D--n D--1 Place. 

In you fuch Dignity appears ; 

So fuited to your State and Years' f 
With Ladies what a ftrift Decorum ! 

With what Devotion you adore ’urn f 
Treat me with fo much Complaifance, n 
As fits a Princefs in Romance. 

By your Example and Afiiftance, , 
The Fellows learn to know their Diftancev 
Sir A— r, fince you fet the Pattern, 

No longer calls me Snipe and Slattern } 
Nor dares he, tho’ he were a Duke, 
Offend me with the leaft Rebuke, 



Proceed we to your Preaching next ; 
How nice you fplit the hardeft Text 1 
How your fuperior Learning fhines 
Above our neighb’ring dull Divines ? 

At Beggar ' s Opera not fo full Pit 
Is feen, as when you mount our Pulpit. 



Confider now your Converfation, 
Regardful of your Age and Station, 



|] My Lady's Footman. 

% ^ he Author preached but once a c hile he aivrt 
there . 



Yotf 
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You ne’er was known, by Paflion Hir'd, 

To give the leaft offensive Word : 

But ftill, whene'er you Silence break. 

Watch every Syllable you fpeak : 

Your Style fo clear, and fo concife. 

We never atk to hear you twice. 

But then, a Parfon fo genteel. 

So nicely clad from Head to Heel ; 

So fine a Gown, #Band fo clean. 

As well becomes St. P — k'& D — 

Such reverential Awe exprefs, 

That Cow-boys know you by your Drefs ! 
Then, if our ncighb’ring Friends come here. 
How proud are we when you appear ! 

With fuch Addrefs, and graceful Port, 
As*clearly (hews you bred at Court ! 

Now raife your Spirits, Mr. D--n, 

I lead you to a nobler Scene ; 

When to the Vault you walk in State, 

In Quality of f Butler's Mate j 
You, next to Dennis bear the Sway : 

To you we often trull the Key : 

Nor can he judge with all his Art 
So well, what Bottle holds a Quart : 

What Pints may bed for Bottles pafs, 

Juft to give ev'ry Man his Glafs : 

When proper to produce the bell ; 

And what may ferve a common Gucft. 

f Hr feme tunes ufeJ to diet SI tic Butler. 

With 
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With * Dennis you did ne'er combine, 

Not you to deal your Mailer’s Wine ; 

Except a Bottle now and then, 

To welcome Brother Serving- men ; 

But, that is with a good Dellgn, 

To drink Sir A r's Health and mine : 

Your Mailer's Honour to maintain ; 

And get the like Returns again. 

’ Tf »' f 

Your § U flier's Poft muft next be handled ; 
How blefs’d am I by fuch a Man led ! 

Under whole wife and caref ul Guardfhip, 

I now defpife Fatigue and Hardlhip i 
Familiar grown to Dirt and W et. 

Though daggled round, I fcom to fret t 
From you my Chamber-DamMs learn 
My broken Hofe to patch and darn. 

- i * , * 

Now, as a Jcfler, I accofl: you ; 

Which never yet one Friend has loll you. 

You judge fo nicely to a Flair, 

How far to go, and when to fpare. 

By long Experience grown lb wile. 

Of ev'ry Talle to know the Size, 

There's none i'o ignorant or weak 
-h To take Offence at wliaf you fbeak. 

f * • <- m A \ 

. 1 * 

* 'The Butler. * -v •>* • 

j§ He fojnetimes ufed to nxnlh nvitb the Lady, 
t The neighbouring Ladies w/’f bo greet Vn- 
Aer dander s' oj' Raillery. 



Whenccr 
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Whene'er you joke, ’tis all a Caie 
Whether with Dermot, or His Grace ; 

With Teague O' Murphy, or an Earl, 

A Duchefs or a Kitchen Girl. 

With Inch Dexterity you fit 
Their fev’ral Talents to your Wit. 

That Moll the Chamber-maid can fmoke, 

And Gaghagan take ev’ry Joke. 

^ * \ 

I now become your humble Suitor, 

To let me praife you as my || Tutor. 

Poor I, a Savage bred and born. 

By you inftrufled every Morn, 

Already have improv’d fo well. 

That I have almoft learnt to fpell : 

The Neighbours who come here to dine. 
Admire to hear me lpeak fo fine. 

How envioufly the Ladies look. 

When they furprife me at my Book ! 

And, fure as they’re alive at Night, 

As foon as gone, will Ihow their Spight : 

Good Lord ! what can my Lady mean, 
Converfing with that rufty D— n ! 

She’s grown fo nice, and fo * penurious , 

With Socrates and Epicurius. 

How could fhe fit the live-long Day, 

Yet never alk us once to play ? 

|| In had Weather the Author uficd to dire SI my 
Lady in her Reading. 

* Ignorant Ladies often mifiake the Word pe- 
nurious for nice and dainty. 



But, 
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„ • t 

i , i • 

But, I admire your Patience moft; 

That when I’m duller than a Poll, 

Nor can the plained; Word pronounce* 

You neither fume, nor fret, nor flounce j 
/Vre fo indulgent, and lb mild, . 

As if I were a darling Child. 

,So gentle Is your whole Proceeding* 

That I could fpend my Life in reading. 

You merit new Employments daily:. 

Our Thatcher, Ditcher, Gard'ner, Baiiy. 

And, to a Genius fo extenfivc* 

No Work is grievous or offer, live.. > ■ „ 
Whether, vour fruitful Fancy lies { ♦ 

To make for Pigs convenient £tye3, 

Or, ponder long, with anxious Thought, 

To banifh Rats that haunt our Vault, < 

Nor have you grumbled, rev rend. D--n, 

To keep our Poultry fweet and clean \ 

To fweep .the Manfion-houie they dwell in j 
And cure the rank unfav’ry Smelling. , . 

, ‘ * • » v 

< ’ ^ '"*\ • ' 1 f | 

Now* enter as the Dairy Hand-Maid : 

Such charming f Butter never Man made. * 
Let. others with Fanatick Face, 

Talk of their Milk for Babes oj C race \ 

From Tubs their fnufFling Nonfen/e utter: 

Thy Milk fhall make us Tubs ©f Butter. 

» - ' * v • 1 t » A 

* ‘ ” • * ‘ *- * * 

t A iVay of making Butter for Breakfaf b, 
filing a Bottle avitb Cream) ami j baking it till 
toe Butter comes, 

• The 
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The Bifhop with his Foot may burn it. 

But with his Hand , the Dean can churn it* . 
How are the Servants overjoy’d 
To fee thy D -^nfhip thus employ’d ! 

Inftead of poring on a Book, 

Providing Butter for the Cook ! 

Three Morning- Hours you tofsand fliake 
The Bottle, till your Fingers ake : 

Hard is the Toil, nor (mall the Art, 

The Batter from the Whey to part ; 

Behold, a frothy Suhftance rife ; 

Be cautious, or your Bottle flies. 

The Butter comes, our Fears are ceas’d;- 
And out you Iqueeze an Ounce at leaft. 

l* * 

Your Rcv’rence thus, with like Suecefs* 

Nor is your Skill, or Labour left, 

“When bent upon, feme finart Lampoon, 

You tofs and turn your Brain till Noon i 
. Which, in its Jnmblings round the Skyll* 
Dilates and makes the Vcfiel full : 

While nothing comes but Froth at fir ft* 

You think your giddy Head will burft 
Bat, fqueezing out four Lines in Rhyme,- 
Are largely paid lor all your T ime . 

But, you have rais’d vour gen’rous Min<£ 

To Works of more exalted Kind. 

TaSrdv} wrts* not half fo Ikill’d in 
The Grandeur or the Art of Building. 

Two Temples of rnagnifick Size, 
i^ttrs«i the curious Trav’ler’s Eves, 

' Tha* 
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i * 

That might be envy’d by the Greeks ; 
Rais'd up by you in twenty Weeks : 

Here, gentle Goddefs Cloacine 
Receives all OfF rings at her Shrine. 

In fqp'rate Cells the He‘s and She’s 
Herq pay their Vows with bended Knees : 
(For, ’tis profane when Sexes mingle, 

And ev’ry Nymph muft enter fingle. 

And when fhe feels an inward Motion, 
Come fill’d with Rcvrcnee and Devotion.) 
The bafhful Maid, to hide her Blufh, 
Shall creep no more behind a Bulb j 
Here unobferv’d, flic boldly goes. 

As who fliouldfay to pluck a Rofe. 

Ye who frequent this hallow’d Scene, 

Be not ungrateful to the D~n ; 

But dully ere you leave your Station, 
Offer to him a pure Libation j 
Or of his own, or * S medleys Lay, 

Or Billet-doux, or Lock of Hay : 

And, O ! may all who hither come. 
Return with unpolluted Thumb. 

Yet when your lofty Domes I pntfee, 

I figh to think of ancient Days. 

Permit me then to raife my Style, 
Andfweetly moralize a while. 

* ‘i 

• I • 

* See the Character hereafter , 
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i 

Thee, bounteous Goddefs, Cloacine , 

ToT emples why do we confine ? ’ i 

Forbid in open Air to breath j 
Why are thine Altars fix’d beneath ? 

When Saturn rul’d the Skies alone, 

That golden Age, to Gold unknown 5 
This earthly Globe to thee ailign’d. 

Receiv’d the Gifts of all Mankind. 

Ten thoufand Altars fmoaking round. 

Were built to thee, with OfF rings crown’d ; 
And here thy daily Vot’ries plac’d 
Their Sacrifice with Zeal and Hafte : 

The Margin of a purling Stream, 

Sent up to thee a grateful Steam. 

(Tho’ fometimes thou wert pleas’d to wink. 

If Naiads fwept them from the Brink) 

Or, where appointing Lovers rove, 

The Shelter of a fhady Grove i 
Or, offer'd in fome flow’ry Vale, 

Were wafted by a gentle Gale. 

There, many a Flow’r abfterfive grew. 

Thy fav’rite Flow’rs of yellow Hue j 
The Crocus and the Daffodil, 

The Cowflip foft, and fweet Jonquil. 

f ■ * 

But, when at laft ufurping Jove, 

Old Saturn from his Empire drove ; 

Then Gluttony with greafy Paws, 

Her Napkin pinn’d up to her Jaws, • 

With watry Chaps, and wagging Chin, 

Brac’d like a Drum her oily Skin j 

Vql. X. OL Wedg *4 
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Wedg’d in a fpacious Elbow-Chair, 

And on her Plate a treble Share,/ 

As if flic ne’er could have enough, 
Taught harmlefs Man to cram ami fluff. 
She fent her Priefl in W ooden Shoes, 
From haughty Gauls to make Ragoos. 

In (lead of wholfome Bread and Cheefe, 
To drefs their Soupes and Fricaflees j , 
And, for our home-bred Britijb Cheer, 
Botargo, Catfup, and Caveer. 



This bloated Harpy fprung from Hell, 
Confin'd Thee, Goddeis, to a Cell : 

Sprung from her Womb that impious Line, 
Contemners of thy Rites divine. 

Firll, lolling, Sloth in Woollen Cap, 

Talcing her after- dinner Nap : 

Pale Drcpfy with a fallow Face, 

Her Belly burft, and (low her Pace : 

And lordly Gout wrapt up in Furr : 

And wheezing Aflhtna , loth to ftir : 
Voluptuous Eafcy the Child of Wealthy 
Infe6ling thus our Plearts by Stealth j 
None fefck thee now in open Air • . 

To thee no verdant Altars rear ? 

But, in their Cells andVaults oblcenc 
Prefent a Sacrifice unclean ; 

From whence unfav’ry Vapours rofe, 
Offenfive to thy nicer Nofe. ! ' , 

Ah ! who in our degen ’rate Days, 

As Nature prompts, his Off ring pays. ? 
Here, Nature never DifT rcnce made 
Between ihc Sceptre and the Spade, 
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i i * i + J ' 

Ye Great Ones, why will ye difdain 
To pay your Tribute on the Plain ? 

Why will you place id lazy Pride /' 4 

Your Altars near ybur Couches Sidfe - ^* lJ * 
* When from the homelieft Earthen Ware 
Are fent up Oft’ritfgs more fincere, • / Ui 
Than where the bAughty Duchefs locks * " c 
Her Sliver Vale in Cedar-Box. * r . •/ ir ^ 



* * 
<; i'4 



Yet feme Devotion fall remains' , r .._ , r 
Among our harm i els 'Northern Swaifts ;' ‘ ' K ~ 
Whofe Offerings plac'd in golden Rants., , 
Adorn our cryftal River’s Banks : ;; f " ^ 

Norfeldom grace the how’ry Downs,' ‘‘ 

With lpiral Tops, and Copole Ciownsd 

Or gilding in a funny Mom 

The humble Branches <$f d 

(So Poets fing, with f golden Bough , 

The Trojan Hero paid his Vow.) 

* ' * * ♦ * * • *i vi r * r v 

Hither by htcklels Error led,; . .b::A 
The crude Continence oft I tread, . , , . . 
Here, when my Shoes are out of cafe, . r , n: \ 
Unweeting gild the tarnifh’d Lace : ^ , - e- 

Here, by the lacred Bramble ting’d, , ^ g ;lJ( 
My Petticoat is doubly fring’d. 



A 



* 'Vide Virgil and Lucretius, 
'f Virg. lit. 6. 






t * *. » * r 



Q * 



Be 
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Be Witnefs forme, Nymph Divine, 

I never robb’d thee with Defign : 

Nor, will the zealous Hannah pout 
To walhthy injur’d Offerings out. 

But, ftop, ambitious Mufe, in time. 

Nor dwell on Subjects too fublime. 

In vain on lofty Heels I tread, 

Afpiring to exalt my Head j 
With Hoop expanded wide and light. 

In vain I ’tempt too high a Flight. 

,♦ 

Me # Phoebus in a f Midnight Dream 
Accofting, faid || Go Jhakeyour Cream, 

Be humbly minded, know your Poft j 
Sweeten your Tea, and watch your Toaft. 
Thee beft befits a lowly Style : 

Teach Dennis how to ftir the Guile : 

With § Peggy Dixon thoughtful fit. 

Contriving for the Pot and Spit. 

Take down thy proudly fweljing Sails, 

And rub thy Teeth, and pare thy Nails : 

At nicely carving thew thy Wit j 
But ne'er prefume to eat a Bit : 

Turn ev’ry Way thy watchful Eye j 
And ev’ry Gueft be fure to ply ; 

* Cynthius aurem vellit, Hor. 

■f Cum fomnia vera. Idem, 
l| In the Bottle to make Butter, 

§ Mrs, Dixon the Houfe-keefer . 

Let 



Digitized by Google 




Poems on fevered Oceajwns. *73 

Let never at your Board be known u 
An empty Plate except your own. 

* Be tilde thy Aits } nor higher aim .1. * 

Than what befits a rural Dame. „ ♦ 

l * 

~ t 

But, Clod an a, Goddefs bright, 

Sleek — ■ claims her as his Right s 

And f Smedley, Flow’r of all Divhds, 

Shall hi)g the D— n in $ medley % Lines, v 

f ‘ m ... 

v . ’ ’ *» . - - ' y * V 

; : . -i. -- 



The Piace of the Damn’d. • 
*-’••• * i 

Written in the Year 1731. *. ; 



A LL Folks, who pretend to Religion and 
• Grace,... 

A-llow there's a Hell, but difputeof the Place : 
But if Hell may by Logical Rules be defin'd 
The Place of the Damn’d-- I’ll tell you my 
Mind. 

* . 

“Wherever the Damn'd do chiefly abound, 
Moft certainly there is Hell to be found: 

* Ha tlbi erunt artes. Virg. 
f A very flitfid, mfoTmt , jaSttouS, dtferdted, 
conceited Petrfon, a •vile Pretender to Pottiy, 
Preferred by the D. of Grafts for his Wit. 

>' d .4 ' 

Q j " Damn’d 

1 ' V. 
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Damn’d Poets , damn’d Cri ticks, damn’d Block- 
heads , damn'd Knaves, 

Damn’d Senators brib’d, damn’d proftitute 
• Slaves j 

Damn'd Lawyers and Judges, damn’d Lords 
and damn'd Squires, 

Damn’d Spies and Informers, damn'd Friends 
and damn’d Lyars ; 

Damn’d Viliams , comipted in every Station ; 

Damn'd Time-ferving Priefts all over the Nation .* 

And into the jBargain I’ll readily give you 
. Damn'd ignorant Prelates , and Counfellors 
Privy. 

Then let us no longer by Parfons be flamm'd, 

For we know by thefe Marks the Place of the 
Damn’d : 

And Hell to be Hire is at Paris or Rome, 

How happy for Us that it is not at Home l 



A beautiful young Nymph going 

to Bed. 

* . « 

Written for the Honour of the Fair Sex, 
in 1731. 

S^CP.RINA, Pride of Drury- Lane, 

^ For whom no Shepherd iighs in vain : 
Never did Covent-Gcu 'den boaft 
bo bright a batter'd ftrolling Toaft : 

N 
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No Drunken Rake to pick her up. 

No Cellar where on Tick to Tup ; 

Returning at the Midnight Hour, 

Four Stories climbing to her Bow’r ; 

Then feated on a three-legg’d Chair, 

T akes off her artificial Hair, 

Now, picking out a cryftal Eye, 

She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 

Her Eye-brows from a Moufe's Hide, 

Stuck on with Art on either Side, 

Pulls off with Care, and firft difplays ’em, 
Then in a Play -book fmoothly lays ’em. 

Now dex’troufly her Plumpers draws, 
Thatferve to fill her hollow Jaws. 

Untwifts a Wire, and from her Gums 
A fet of Teeth compleatly comes. 

Pulls out the Rags contriv’d to prop 
Her flabby Dugs, and down they drop. 
Proceeding on, the lovely Goddefs 
Unlaces next her Steel -rib’d Bodice } 

Which by the Operator’s Skill, 

Prefs down the Lumps, the Hollows fill ; 

Up goes her Hand, and off fhe flips 
The Bolfters that fupply her Hips. 

With gentleft Touch, fhe next explores 
Her Chancres, Iffues, running Sores, 

Effe&s of many a lad Difalter, 

And then to each applies a Plafter, 

But muft, before fhe goes to Bed, , 

Rub off the Daubs of White and Red, 

And fmooth the Furrows in her Front, 

With greafy Paper thick upon't. 

. ' She 



4L .. 
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She takes a Bolus ere file deeps ; 

And then between two Blankets creeps. 
Witli Pains of Love tormented lies j 
Or if fhe chance to clofe her Eyes, 

Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams. 

And feels the Lalh and faintly fcr earns-; 
Or, by a faithlefs Bully drawn, 

At fome Hedge -Tavern lies in Pawn ; 

Or, to Jamaica feems trahfported, 

* Alone, and by no Planter courted ; 

Or, near Fleet-Ditch's oozy Brinks, 
Surrounded with a hundred Stinks, 
Be-lated, feems on watch to lie. 

And fnap fome Cully paffing by ; 

Or, ftruck with Fear, her Fancy rdns 
On Watchmen, Conftablps, and Duns, 
From whom fire meets with frequent Rubs 5 
But, never from religious Clubs ; 

Whofe Favour the is lure to find, 

Becaufe Ihe pays them all in Kind, 

' 1 

Corinna wakes. A dreadful Sight ! 

, Behold the Ruins of the Night ! 

A wicked Rat her Plafter dole, 

Half eat, and dragg’d it to his Hole. 

The cryftalEye, alas ! was mi ft ; 

And Pufs had on her Plumpers 
A Pigeon pickt her Ifiue Peas : 

And Shock her TrelTes fill’d with Fleas. 

* < x * 



•* 



* : — Et longam incomitata ‘Vidclur 

Ire viam „ ■ , Vir^» 



The 
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The Nymph, tho’ in this mangled Plight, 
Mull ev’ry Morn her Limbs unite. 

But how ftiall I defcribe her Arts 
To recollect tlie fcatter'd Parts ? * 

Or (hew the Anguifh, Toil, and Pain, 

Of gathering up herfelf again ? 

The balhful Mule will never bear 
In fuch a Scene to interfere.-* 

Corbina in the Morning dizen’d. 

Who lees will fpew j who fmells be poifon'd* 



Strephon and’ Chloe. 

Written in the Year 1731. 

O F Chloe all the Town has rung, 

By cv’ry Size of Poets fung : 

So beaujiful a Nymph appears 
But once in twenty thouland Y ears : 

By Nature form’d with niceft Care, 

And, faultlefs to a fugle Hair. 

Her graceful Mien, her Shape, and Face, 
Confeft her of no mortal Race : 

And then, fo nice, and fo genteel j 
Such Cleanlinefs from Head to Heel : 

No Humours grofs, or frowzy Steams, 

No noifome Whiffs, or fweaty Streams, 

- Before, 
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Before, behind, above, below, 

Could from her taintiefs Body flow. 

Would fo difcreetly things difpofe, 

None ever faw her pluck a Rofe. 

Her deareft Comrades never caught her 
Squat on her Hams, to make Maid’s Water. 
You’d fwear, thatfo divine a Creature 
Felt no Neceflities of Nature. 

In Summer, had fhe walk’d the Town, 

Her Arm-pits would nor {lain her Gowns 
At Country-Dances, not a Nofe 
Could in the Dog-Days fmell her Toes. 

Her Milk-white Hand, both Palms and Backs, 
3Like Iv’ry dfy, and foft as Wax. 

Her Hands, the fofteft ever felt, 

j| Tho' cold would burn, tho’ dry would melt. 

Dear Mentis, hide this wond’rous Maid, 

Nor let her loofe to fpoil your Trade. 

While fhe engrofles ev’ry Swain, 

You but o’er half the World can reign. 

Think what a Cafe all Men are now in, 

What ogling, fighing* toafting, vowing! 

What powder’d Wigs! What Fl&mcs and 
Darts \ 

What Hampers full of bleeding Hearts! 

What Sword-knots ! What poetick Strains l 
What Billet-doux, .and clouded Canes ! 

But Strephon figh’d fo loud and ftrong. 

He blew a Settlement along : 

i 

|| T/jo' deep, yet clear, &c. Denham. 

And 



t 
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And bravely drove his Rivals down 
With Coach and Six, and Houfe In Town. 
The bafhful Nymph no more withftands, 
Becaufe her dear Papa commands. 

The charming Couple now unites : 

Proceed we to the Marriage-Rites. 

Imprimis, at the Temple-Porch 
Stood Hymen with a flaming Torch : 

The finding Cyprian Goddefs brings 
Her infant Loves with purple Wings ; 

And Pigeons billing, Sparrows treading. 

Fair Emblems of a fruitful Wedding. 

The Mufes next in Order follow, 

Conduced by their Squire, Apollo : 

Then Mercury , with Silver Tongue, 

And Hebe, Goddefs ever young. 

Behold the Bridegroom and his Bride 
Walk. Hand in Hand, and Side by Side ; 

She by the tender Graces dreft. 

But, he by Mars, in Scarlet Veft. 

The Nymph was cover’d with her * Flam - 
rneum. 

And Phoebus fnngth’ f Epithalamium . 

And, lalt, to make the Matter fine. 

Damp Juno brought a Prieft demure. 

Ii Luna was abfent, on Pretence 

Her Time was not till Nine Months lienee. 

* A Veil which the Roman Brides cover'd, 
themfibves with, when they were going to be 
married. 

f A Marriage-Song. 

| Diana fioddefs o/Midwives. 
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The Rites perform'd, the Parfon paid, 

In State return’d the grand Parade j 
With loud Huzza’s from all the Boys, 

That, now the Pair mull crown their Joys, 

But dill the hardeft Part remains. 

• Strepkon had long perplex'd his Brains, 

How with fo high a Nymph he might 
Demean himfelfthe Wedding-Night: 

For, as he view’d his Perfon round, 

Mere mortal Flelh was all he found : 

His Hand, his Neck, his Mouth* and Feet 
Were duly wafh’d to keep them fweet j 
(With other Parts that fliall be namelefs, 

' The Laches elie might think me fhamelels.) 
The Weather and his Love were hot j 
And fliould he ftruggle, I know what — 

Why let it go, if I muft tell it— 

He’ll fweat, and then the Nymph may fmell it. 
While fhe, a Goddefs dy'd in Grain, 

Was uniufceptible of Stain : 

And, Venus- like, her fragrant Skin 
Exhal’d Ambrofta from within. 

Can fuch a Deity endure 
A mortal human Touch impure ? 

How did the humbled Swain deteft 
His prickled Beard, and hairy Breaft ! 

His Night-cap border’d round with Lace 

Could give no Softnefs to his Face. 

* * 

Yet, if the Goddefs could be kind, 

What endlefs Raptures muft he find ! 

. / And, 



Digitized by Google 




.* a - 



Poems on federal Occafwns, • a 8i 

And, Goddeffes have novr and then 
Come down toviiit mortal Men : 

T o vifit and to court them too : 

A certain Goddefs, God knows who, 

(As in a Book he heard it read) 

Took Col’nel Peleus to her Bed. 

But, what if he fhould lofe his Life 
By vent’ring on his heav’nly Wife ? 

For Strepbcncou\<\ remember well. 

That once he heard a School'- boy tell. 

How Semele of mortal Race 
By Thunder died in Jove's Embrace: 

And what if daring Strephon dies 
By Lightning (hot from Ckloe's Eyes ? 

While thefe Refleaions fill’d his Head, 

The Bride was put in Form to Bed : 

He follow'd, ftript, and in he crept. 

But, awfully his Diftance kept. 

Now, Ponder well ye Parents dear ; 

Forbid your Daughters guzzling Beer $ 

And, make them ev’ry Afternoon 
Forbear their Tea, or drink itfoon; 

That, ere to Bed they venture up. 

They may diicharge it ev’ry Sup : 

If not, they muft in evil Plight 
Be often forc’d to rife at Night. 

Keep them to wholfome Food confin’d, 

Nor let them tafte what caufes Wind 5 
(Tisthis J| the Sage of Samos means, 
Forbidding his Dil'ciples Beans.) 

|| A well known Precept Pythagoras, not to 
eat Beans. 

Vol. X. R Of 
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O 1 think what Evils muft enfue ; 

Mifs Moll the Jade will bum it blue : 

And when fhe once has got the Art, 

She cannot help it for her Heart j 
But, out it flies, ev’n when fhe meets 
Her Bridegroom. in the Wedding-Sheets. 
* Carminative and f Diuretick, 

Will damp all Pafiion Sympathetick : 
And, Love fuch Nicety requires, 

One Blaft will put out all his Fiies. 

Since Hufbands get behind the Scene, 
The Wife fhould ftudy to be clean ; 

Nor give the fmalleft Room to guefs 
The Time when Wants of Nature prefs * 
But, after Marriage, praftife more 
Decorum than fhe did before ; 

To keep her Spoufe deluded ItilL 
And make him fancy what fhe will. 



In Bed we left the married Pair : 

»Tis Time to fhew how Things went there. . 
Strephon, who had been often told 
That Fortune ftill affifts the Bold K 
Refolv'd to make the firft Attack ; 

But Cbloe drove him fiercely back. 

How could a Nymph fo chafte as Cbloe, 

With Conftitution cold and fnowy, 



* Medicines to break Wind. 
d Medicines to provoke Urine . 
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Permit a brutifh Man to touch her ? - * . 

Ev'n Lambs by Inftin£t fly the Butcher. 
Refinance on the Wedding-Night 
Is what our Maidens claim by Right : 

And Chloe , *tis by all agreed, 

Was Maid in Thought, and Word, and Deed. 
Yet, fome aflign a difF rent Reafon 5 
That Strepbon chofe no proper Seafon. 

Say, Fair ones, mud I make a Paufe ? 

Or freely tell the fecret Caufe. 

Twelve Cups of Tea, (with Grief I fpeak) 
Had now conftrain’d the Nymph to leak. 

This Point mull needs be fettled firft : 

The Bride mull either void or burft. 

Then, fee the dire Efte6l of Peafe, 

Think what can give the Cholick Eafe. 

The Nymph oppreft before, behind, 

As Ships are tols’d by Waves and Wind, 
Steals out her Hand, by Nature led, 

And brings a Veflel into Bed : 

Fair Utenfil, as fmooth and white 
As Chole's Skin, almoft as bright. 

Strepbon who heard the fuming Rill 
As from a mofly Cliff diftill. 

Cried out, Ye Gods! what Sound is this ? 

Can Chloe , heav’nly Chloe , — — ? 

But when he fmelt a noifome Steam ; 

Which oft attends that lukewarm Stream j 



Rz 
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(Salerno * both together joins 
As lov’reign Med’cines for the Loins) 

And, though contriv’d, we may fuppofe. 

To hip his Ears, yet ftruck his Nofe: 

He found her, while the Srent increas’d. 

As mortal as himfelf at leaft. 

But, foonwith like-Occafions preft. 

He boldly fent his Hand in queft 
(Tnfpir'd with Courage from his Bride) 

To reach the Pot on t’other Side : 

And as he fill’d the reeking Vale, 

Let fly a Rouzer in her Face. 

The little Cupids hcv’ring round, 

(As Pictures prove) with Garlands crown’d, 
Abafh’d at what they faw and heard. 

Flew off, and nevermore appear'd. 

*■ * 

Adieu to ravifhing Delights, 

High Raptures, and romantick Flights j 
To Goddefles fo hcav'nly fweet. 

Expiring Shepherds at their Feet $ 

To Silver Meads, and fliady Bow'rs, 

Dreftup with Amur anthill Flow’rs. 

T , 

How great a Change ! how quickly made \ 
They learn to call a Spade a Spade. 

• They foon from all Conftraint are freed $ 

Can fee each other dp their Need. 

*Vide Schd. Salem. Rules of Health, writ- 
ten by the School of Salernum. 

t/lingere cum butnbh res ejl faluberrijna lumh'ts. 

On 
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On Box of Cedar fits the Wife, 

And makes it warm for Deareji Life . 

And by thebeaftly way of thinking. 

Find great Society in (linking. 

Now, Strephon daily entertains 
His Chloe in the homli’ft Strains j 
And Chloe more experienc’d grown, 

With Int’reftpays him back his own. 

No Maid at Court islefs alham’d, 

Howe’er for felling Bargains fam’d, , } 

Than (he, to name her Parts behind. 

Or, when a-bed to let out Wind. 

* ' , 

Fair Decency , celeftial Maid, 

Defcend from Heav’n to Beauty’s Aid j 
Though Beauty may beget Defire, 

Tis thou muft fan the Lover’s Fire : 

For Beauty, like fupreme Dominion^ 

Is beft fupported by Opinion : 

If Decency brings no Supplies, 

Opinion fails, and Beauty dies. 

To fee fome radiant Nymph appear 
In all her glitt’ring Birth-day Gear, 

You think fome Goddefis from the Sky 
Defcended, ready cut and dry : 

But, ere you fell yourfelf to Laughter, 
Confiderwell what may come after j 
For fine Ideas vanifli faft. 

While all the grofs and filthy bill. <■ 

O Strephon , ere that fatal Day 

When Chloe hole your Heart away, 

R 3 Had 
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Had you but through a cranny fpiel 
Cn Home of iiaie your future Bride, 

In all the Poftures of her Face, 

Which Nature gives in i'udva Cafe ; 

Diftortions, Groanings, Strainings, Heavings : 
Twere better you had lickt her Leavings', 

Than from Experience find too late 
YourGoddefs grown a filthy Mate. 

Your Fancy then had always dwelt 
On what you faw, and what you fmelt j 
Would ftill the fame Ideas give ye, 

As when you fpy’d her on the Privy. 

And, fpiglit of Cbloe's Charms divine, * 

\ our Heart had been as whole as mine. 

-i * . J 

Authorities, both old and recent, 

Dircft that Women mutt be decent ; 

And, from the Spoufe each Blemilh hide 
More than from all the World befide. 

Unjuftly all our Nymphs complain, 

Their Empire holds fo ihort a Reign j 
Is after Marriage loft fo foon, 

It hardly holds the Honey-moon ; 

For, if they keep rot what they caught, 

. It is entirely their own Fault, 

They take Pofieflion of the Crown, 

And then-throw all their Weapons down ; 
Though by the Politicians Scheme, 

Whoe’er arrives at Pow’r iupreme, 

Thofe Arts by which at firft they gain it 
'J'hcy ftill mutt pra&ile to maintain it. 

t 

, - mat 
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What various Ways our Females take 
T o pafs for Wits before a Rake ! 

And in the fruitfeefs Search purfue 
All other Methods but the true. 

♦ 

Some try to learn polite Behaviour, 

• By reading Books againft their Saviour : 

Some call it witty to reflet 
On ev’ry natural Defeft : 

Some fhew they never want explaining. 

To comprehend a double Meaning. 

But, ^ire a Tell-tale out of School 
Is of all Wits the greateft Fool : 

Whofe rank Imagination fills 
Her Heart, and from her Lips diftils ; 

You’d think {he utter’d from behind, 

Or at her Mouth was breaking Wind. 

Why is a handfbme Wife ador’d 
By every Coxcomb but her Lord ? . 

From yonder Puppet-Man inquire, 

Who .wifely hides his Wood and Wire ; 

Shews Sheba's Queen completely dreft. 

And Solomon in Royal Veft ; 

But, view them litter'd on the Floor, 

Or ftrung on Pegs behind the Door } 

Punch is exa&ly of a Piece 

With Lorrain ' s Duke, and Prince of Greece, 

A prudent Builder fhould forecaft 
How long the Stuff is like to laft ; 

And carefully obferve the Ground, 

To build on lorae Foundation found : 

, • What 



Digitized by Google 




1 88 Poems on fenjeral Occajtons. 

WhatHqufe, when its Materials crumble. 
Mult not inevitably tumble ? 

What Edifice can long endure, 

Rais'd on a Rafis unfecure ? 

^Lafh Mortals, ere you take a Wife, 
Contrive your Pile to laft for Life : 

Since Beauty fcarce endures a Day, 

And Youth fo fwiltly glides away ; 

Why will you make yourfelf a Bubble 

To build on Sand, with Hay and Stubble? 

• # 

On Senfe and Wit your Paflion found. 
By Decency cemented round ; 

Let Prudence with good Nature ftrive. 

To keep Efteem and Love alive. 

Then come old A ge whene'er it will. 

Your Friend (hip lhall continue hill : 

And thus a mu.ual gentle Fire, 

Shall never but with Life expire. ' 








y 
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APOLLO: 

OR 

• A PROBLEMfoived. 

Written in the Year 1731. 

* 

A POLLO , God of Light and Wit, 

Could Vcrfe infpire, but feldom writ j 
Refin'd all Metals with his Looks, 

As well as C hermits by their Books : 

As handfome as my Lady’s Page j 
Sweet Five and Twenty was his Age. 

His Wig was made of funny Rays, 

He crown'd his youthful Head with Bays : 

Not all the Court of Heav'n could Ihew 
So nice and fo complete a Beau. 

No Heir upon hisfirft Appearance, 

W ith T wenty Thoufand Pounds a Year Rents. 
E’er drove before he fold his Land, 

So fine a Coach along the Stra?id ; 

The Spokes, we are by O vid told. 

Were Silver, and the Axle Gold, 

(I own, ’twas but a Coach and Four, 

For Jupiter allows no more.) 

Yet, with his Beauty, Wealth and Parts, 
Enough to win Ten Thoufand Hearts } 

No 
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No vulgar Deity above 
Was lo unfortunate in Love. 

Three weighty Caufes were aflign’d. 
That mov’d the Nymphs to be unkind. 
NineMufes always waitinground him. 
He left them Virgins as he found ’em. 
His Singingwas another Fault $ 

For he could reach to B in alt : 

And, by the Sentiments of Pliny , 

Such Singers are like Nicolini. 

At laft, the Point was fully clear'd; 

In fhort ; Apollo had no Beard. 



CASSINUS and PETER. 

A Tragical ELEGY. 

Written in the Year 1731 . 

T WO College Sophs of Cambridge Growth, 
Both fpecial Wits, and Lovers both, 
Conferring, as they us'd to meet. 

On Love, and Books, in Rapture fweet j 
(Mule, find me Names to fit my Metre, 
Cajfinus this, and t'other Peter) 

Friend Peter to Caffinus goes. 

To chat a while and warm his Nofe : * 

•* ' But, 
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But, fuch a Sight was never Teen, 

The Lad lay fwalfow'd up in Spleen. 

He Teem'd as juft crept out of Bed $ 

One greafy Stocking round his Head, - 

The other he Tat down to darn 

With Threads of difP rent colour'd Yarn. 

His Breeches torn, expolingwide 
A ragged Shirt, and tawny HJlle, 

Scorch’d were his Shins, his Legs were hare. 
But, well embrown'd with Dirt and Hair. 

A Rug was o'er his Shoulders thrown ; 

A Rug ; for Night-gcwn he had none. 

His Jordan Rood in Manner fitting 
Between his Legs, to fpevv or Tpit in. 

His ancient Pipe in Sable dy’d, 

And half unfmoak’d lay by his Side. 

Hi m thus accoutred Peter found, 

With Eyes in Smoak and Weeping drown'd : 
>The Leavings of hiS laft Night's Pot 
On Embers plac’d, to drink it hot. 

• 

Why, Cajj'y , thou wilt doze thy Pate : 

What makes thee lie a-bed To late ? 

The Finch, the Linnet, and the Thru fir, 
Their Mattins chant in ev'ry Bufh : 

And I have heard thee oft ialute 
Aurora with thy early Flute. 

Heav’n T?nd thou haft not got the Hyps, 

How ? Not a Word come from thy Lips ! 

Then gave him Tome familiar Thumps, 

A College Joke, to cure the Dumps. 

- 0 J The 
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The Swain at 1 aft, with Grief oppreft, 

Cry'd, Ca-lia! thrice, and figh’d the reft- 

Dear Cajfy y though to a(k I dread. 

Yet afk I muft, Is Carlia dead ? 

* . 1 

How happy*I, were that the worft ? 

But I was tated to be curft. 

Come, tell us, has fhe plaid the Whore ? 

Oh Peter , would it were no more ! 

Why, plague confound her Tandy Locks : 
Say, has the final 1 or greater Pox 
.Sunk down her Nofe, or Team'd her Face ? 

Be eafy, ’tis a common Cafe. 

O Peter! Beauty’s but a Vsrnifti, 

Which Time and Accidents will tarnilb : 

But Calia has contriv’d to*blaft 
Thofe Beauties that might ever laft. 

Nor can Imagination guefs. 

Nor Eloquence Divine exprefs, 

How that ungrateful charming Maid 
My pureft Paflion has betray’d. 

Conceive the mod invenom ’d Dart, 

To pierce an injur’d Lover’s Heart. 

Why, hang her; though fl.e feem’d (o ccy, 

I know ftie loves the Barber's Boy. 

•j 

Frii’nd 
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Friend Peter 9 this I could excufe j 
Tor, ev’ry Nymph has leave to chuf'e j 
Nor have I reafon to complain, 

She loves a more deferring Swain. 

But, oh! how ill haft thou divin'd 
A Crime that ftiocics.all human Kind j 
A Deed unknown to Female Race, 

At which the Sun Ihould hide his Face ; 

Advice in vain you would apply 

Then leave me todefpair and die. 

Ye kind Arcadians, on my Urn 
Xhefe Elegies and Sonnets burn ; 

And on the Marble grave thcfe Rhimea 
A Monument to After- times : 

* c Here CaJJy lies, by Cali a (lain, 
tc And dying, never told his Pain. 

% • * 

Vain empty World, fatewel, But, hark. 
The loud Cerberian triple Bark. 

And there behold Aledio , 

A Whip of Scorpions in her Hand. 

To, Charon horn his leaky Wherry, 

Beck'ning to waft me o'er the Ferry. 

I come, I come, Medufa ! fee, 

Her Serpents hifs dire& at me. 

Begone j unhand me, hellifh Fry : 

■f Avaunt, ye cannot fay ’tis I. 

Dear CaJJy , thou muft purge and bleed j 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. 

But now, by Friendfhip’s facred Lav. s, 

I here conjure thee, tell the Caufe j 

f See Macbeth. 

Vol.X. ' S Ar.d 
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And Calia's horrid Faft relate : 

Thy Friend would gladly (hare thy Fate. 

T o force it out, my Heart muff rend r 
Yet, when conjur’d by iuch a Friend— - 
Think, Peter, how my Sou! is rack’t, 
Thefe Eyes, thefe Eyes beheld the Faft. 
Now bend thine Ear, lince out it mnft } 
But, when thou feeft me laid in Daft, 

The Secret thou (halt ne’er ignpart. 

Not to the Nymph that keeps thy Heart 
(How would her Virgin Soul bemoan^ 

A Cl ime to all her Sex unknown !) 

Nor whiiper to the tattling Reeds, 

The blacked of all Female Deeds ; 

Nor blab it on the lonely Rocks, 

Where Echo fits, and lift'ning, mocks f 
Nor let die Zephyrs’ treach’rous Gale 
Through Cambridge waft the direful Tale: 
Nor to the chalfring feather'd Race 
Difcover Celia's foul Dilgrace. 

But, if you fail, my Spectre dread 
Attending nightly round your Bed: 

And yet, I dare confide in you j 
So take my Secret, and adieu. 

* « t 

Nor wonder how I loft my Wits s; 

Oh ! Calia, Cali a 3 Calia , (h 
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J U D A S. 

Written in the Year 1751. 

. * < 

B Y the juft Vengeance of incenfed Skies* 
Poor Bifhop Judas , late repenting dies. 
■*The Jenvs engag'd him in a paltry Bribe, 
Amounting hardly to a Grown a Tribe 5 
Which, tho’ his Confcience forc'd him to re- 
ftore, 

(And, Parfonstell us, no Man can do more). 
Yet, through Defpair, of God and Man ac- 
curft, 

He loft his Bifhoprick, and hang'd or burft. 
Thofe former Asjes differed much from this ; 
Judas betray'd his Mailer with a Kils i 
But, fome have kifs’d the Gofpel fifty times, 
Whofe Perjury’s the leaft of all their Crimes : 
Some who can perjure tho' a two Inch Board, 
Yet keep their Bifhopricks, and ’fcape the 
Cord. 

Lik eHemp, which by a Ikilfui Spinfter drawn 
To (lender Threads, may* fometimes pal’s for 

Lawn. ” 

As ancient Judas by ’Tranfgreflion fell. 

And burjf afundcr ere he went to Hell j 
So, could we fee a Set of new Ifcariots, 

Come headlong tumbling from their mitred 

Chariots, , 

- S z Each 
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Each modern Judas perifh like the firft ; 
Dropfiom the Tree with all his Bowels burft; 
Who could forbear, that view'd each guilty 
Face, 

To cry ; Lo , Judas , gone to his own Place : 
His Habitation let all Me?i forfake , 

And-4et his Bijhoprick another take ? 

• , ■ . t 



On Mr. P y 9 s being put out of 

the Council. 

Written in the Year 1730. t 

A « . * • / t „ 

S IR R — weary ’d by Will P -ys Teaz- 

ings, ' • 

Who interrupted him in all his Lealings, 
Refolv’d that Will and he lhoulcl meet no more; 
Full in his Face Bob Ihuts the Council Door; 
Nor lets him lit as Juftice on the Bench, 

To punilh Thieves, or lalh a Suburb Wench. 
Yet ltill Sit. Stephen's Chapel open lies, 

YovWill to enter-— What ihall I advile ? 

E'en quit the House, for thou too long haft 
fat in’t. 

Produce at laft thy dormant Ducal Patent ; 
There, near thy Mailer's Throne in Shelter 
plac’d. 

Let Will unheard by thee liis Thunder wafte, 

. Yet 
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Yet dill I fear your Work is A done but Half : 
For while he keeps his Pen, you are not fafe. 

Hear an old Fable, and a dull one too : 

Yet bears a Moral when apply ’d to you. 

• • «. 

A Hare had long efcap’d purfuing Hounds, 
By often (hifting into diftant Grounds j 
Till finding all his Artifices vain, 

To lave his Life, he leap’d into the Main. 

But there, alas ! he could no Safety find, 

A Pack of Dog-jijb had him in the Wind. 

He fcours away ; and to avoid the Foe, 
Defcends for Shelter to the Shades below, 
There Cerberus lay watching in his Den, 

(He had not feen a Hare the Lord knows 
when) 

Out bounc’d the MaftifF of the triple Head i 
Away the Hare with double Swiftnefs fled. 
Hunted from Earth, and Sea, and Hell, he flies 
(Fear lent him Wings) for Safety to the Skies. 
How was the fearful Animal diftreft ! 

Behold a Foe more fierce than all the reft : 
Syrius, the fwifteft of the heav’nly Pack, 

Fail’d but an Inch to fei-ze him by the Back. 
He fled to Earth, but firft it coft him dear. 

He left his Scut behind, and Half an Ear. 

Thus was the Hare purfu’d, tho’ free from 
Guilt j 

Thus lhalt thou be mawl’d, fly where 

thou wilt : 

' S 3 Then s 
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Then honeft R n , of thy Corps beware : * . • 

Thou art not half fo nimble as a Hare : 

T oo pond'rous is thy Bulk to mount the Sky ; 
Nor can you go to Hell before you die. 

So keen thy Hunters , and thy Scent fo ftrong. 
Thy Turns and Doublings cannot favethee long. » 



The Author hawing been told by an intimate 
Friend , that the Duke of Queen (berry had 
employed Mr. Gay to infpecl the Accounts and 
Management of his Grace's Receivers and 
Stewards, (which, however , proved after- 
wards to be a Mijlake) writ to Mr. Gay the 
following Poem , 

In the Year 1731. ' • 

H O W could you, Gay , dilgrace the Mules 
Train, 

To ferve a taftelefs C-— t twelve Years in vain ! 
Fain would I think our Female Friend * fincere. 
Till B-— , the Poet's Foe, pofleft her Ear. 

Hid Female Virtue e’fer fo high afeend, 

To lofe an Inch of Favour for a Friend ? 

\ 

Say, had the Court no better Place tocbule 
For thee, than make a Dry-nurfc of thy Mufe ? 

■ # Mrs. Howard, fmee Countefs of Suffolk. 

4 How 
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How cheaply had thy Liberty been fold, 

To f ’fquire a Royal Girl of two Years old ! 

In Leading-Strings her infant Steps to guide. 
Or, with her Go-Cart amble Side by Side. 

But Princely Douglas |[, and his glorious 
/ Dame 

Advanc’d thy Fortune, and preferv’d thy Fame. 
Nor,, will your noble Gifts be millipply’d, 

When o’er your Patron’s Treafure you prefide : 
The World lhall own his Choice was wife and 

juft, . . 

For, Sons of Phabus never break their Truft. 

Not Love of Beauty lefs the Heart iitflames 
Of Guardian Eunuchs to the Sultan s Dames j - 
Their Paffions not more impotent and cold, 
Than thofe of Poets to the Lujl of Gold. 

With Paon's pureft Fire his Fav’rites giow, 

The Dregs will ferve to ripen Ore below ; 

His meaneft Work : For, had he thought it fit, 
That Wealth fhould be the Appenage of Wit, 
The God of Light could ne’er have been fo 
blind.. 

To deal it to the word of Human-kind. 

t 

But let me now, for I can do it well, 

Your Conduct in this new Employ foretel. 

' ’ . f « . ' 

f See Mr. Gay V Letter on this Sabjeft, in 
Mr. Pope’.? Works, Vol. IT. Let. 26. 

(j The Duke 0/ Queenfberry. 
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And firft : To make my Obfervation rights 

I pjace a St N full before my Sight, 

A bloated M R in all his Geer, 

With fhamelefs Vifage and perfidious Leer j 
Two Rows of Teeth arm each devouring Jaw 
And, Oftrich-like, his all-digeftingMaw. 

My Fancy drags this Monfier to my View, 

To Ihew the World his chief Reverfe in yon. 
Of loud unmeaning Sounds a rapid Flood 
Rolls from his Mouth in plenteous Streams of 
Mud ; 

With thefe, theC**t and S* # te-h**fe he plies. 
Made yp of Noile, and Impudence, and Lies. 

Now, let me Ihew how B-~- and you agree, 
You ferve a f Potent Prince , as well as He. 
The Ducal Coffers, trufted to your Charge, 
Your honeft Care may fill ; perhaps enlarge. 
His Vaffals eafy, and the Owner bleft. 

They pay a Trifle, and enjoy the reft. 

Not fo a Nation's Revenues are paid *. 

The Servant’s Faults are on the Mafter laid. 
The People with a Sigh their Taxes bring » 
And curling R— forget to blefs the——— 

Next, hearken Gay, to what thy Charge 
requires. 

With Servants , Tenants, and the neighb'ring 
' Squires . 

t A Title given to Dukes by the Heralds . 

Let 
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Let all Domefticks feel your gentle Sway*, 

Nor bribe, infult, nor flatter y nor betray. 

Let due Reward to Merit be allow’d ; 

&or, with your KINDRED half the Palace 
crowd. 

Nor, think yourfelf fecure in doing wrong, 

By telling Nofes with a Party Jlrong. ♦ 

^ * 

Be rich j but of your Wealth make no Pa- 
rade j 

At lead, before your Mafer's Debts are paid. - 
Nor, in a Palace , built with Charge immenfe , 
Prefume to treat hbn at his own Expence. 

Each Farmer in the Neighbourhood can count 
* To what your lawful Perquifites amount. 

The Tenants poor, theHardnefs of the Times, 
Are ill Excufes for a Servant's Crimes. 

With Int’reft, and a Premium paid befide, !. 
The Matter’s preffing Wants mutt be fupply’d j 
With hafty Zeal, behold the Steward come. 

By his own Credit to advance the Sum ; 

Who, while th' unrighteous Mammon is his 
Friend, 

May well conclude his Pow’r will never end. 

A faithful Treas’rer ! What could he do more ? 
He lends my Lord , Vukat was my Lord's before . 

The Law fo ftri&ly guards the Monarch’s 
Health, 

That no Phyfician dares preferibe by Stealth : 
The Council fit ; approve the Do&ors Skill ; 
And give Advice before he gives the Pill. ; . 

: But, 
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But, the State Emp'ric a£ts a fafer Part 5 ->■ > 

And while he poyjbns, wins the Royal Heart. 

But how can I defcribe the rav’nous Breed ? 
Then let me now by Negatives proceed. 

Suppofe your Lord a trufty Servant fend. 

On weighty Bus'nefs, to fome neighboring 
Friend : 

Prefume not, Gay, unlefs you ferve a Drone, 
To countermand his Orders by your own. 

Should fome imperious Neighbour fink the 
Boats, „ ^ 

And drain the Pijh-ponds , while your Mafler 
doats j 

Shall he upon the Ducal Rights intrench, 
Becaufe he brib'd you with a Brace of Tench ? 

Nor, from your Lord his bad Condition hide, 
To feed his Luxury, or footh his Pride, 

Nor, at an under Rate his Timber fell, 

And, with an Oath, allure him ; all is well. 
Nor, /wear it rotten || ; and with humble Airt y 
Requejl it of hint to compleat your Stairs . 

Nor, when a Mortgage lies on half his Lands, 

Come with a Purfe of Guineas in your Hands. 

. 

§ Tbefe Lines are thought to allude to fome 
Story concerning a great Quantity of Mahogany 
declared rotten , and then applied by fome body 
to IVainfcots, Stain , Door-Cafes. Sic. 

Have 
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Have Peter Waters always in yoar Mind ; 
That Rogue of genuine mini ferial Kind, 

Can half the Peerage by his Aits bewitch} 
Starve twenty Lords to make one Scoundrel 
rich : 

And when he gravely has undone a Score, 

Is humbly pray'd to ruin twenty more *. 

A dext’rous Steward, when his Tricks are 
found, 

Hufh-money fends to all the Neighbours round } 
His Matter, uniufpicious of his Pranks, 

Pays all the Coft, and gives the Villain Thanks. 
And fliould a Friend attempt to fet him right. 
His Lordfhip would impute it ail to Spight : 
Would love his Fav’rite better than before, 

And truft his Honefty juft fo much more. 

Thus Families like Realms, with equal Fate* 
Are funk by premier Minifers of State. 

Some, when an Heir fiicceeds, go boldly on. 
And, as they robb'd the Father , rob the Son~ 

A Knave, who deep embroils his Lord's 
Affairs, 

Will foon grow necejfary to his Heirs. 

His Policy con ft its in Jetting Traps, 

In finding Ways and Means , and fopping Gaps z 



* He had prafttjed this %-ade for many Years 
r with Suecefs. < 



He 
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He knows 3. Thobfmd Tricks, whene cr he 
pleafe, 

Though not to cure, vet palliate each Dileafe. 

In either Cafe, an equal Chance is run ; 

For, keep, or turn him out, my Lord’s undone. 
You want a Hand to clear a filthy Sink 
No ckanly Workman can endure the Stink. 

A ihong Dilemma in a defp rate Cafe ! 

To a 6 c with Infamy , or quit the Place. 

*/ 

A Bungler thus, who fcarce the Nail can 

hit, t ^ ; 

With driving wrong will make the Pannel 

fplit : 

Nor dares an abler Workman undertake 
To drive a lecond, left the whole fhould break. 

In ev’ry Court the Parallel will hold ; 

And Kings, like private Folks, are bought and 
foid. 

The ruling Rogue who dreads to be calmer a, 
.Contrives, as he is bated, to btfear d : 
Confounds Accounts , perplexes all Affairs $ 

> For, Vengeance more embroils , than Skill re - 
pairs. 

So, Robbers (and their Ends are juft the fame) 
To Tcape Enquiries, leave the Houfc in blame. 

I knew a brazen Minifter of State, 

Who bore for tv. ice ten Years the publick 
Hate. 

i In 



/ 
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In ev’ry Mouth the Queftion moft in Vogue 
Was, When nuill THEY turn out this odious 
Rogue ? 

A Juncture happen’d in his higheft Pride t 
While HE went robbing on, old Majler died. 
We thought, there now remain'd no Room to 
doubt j 

His Work is done , the Minijler mujl out. 

The Court invited more than One, or Two ; 
Will you. Sir $--- r ? or, will you, or you ? 

But, not a Soul his Office dui It accept j 
The fubtle Knave had all the Plunder 
fwept. 

And fuch was then the Temper of the Times, 
He ow’d his Prefervation to his Crimes. 

The Candidates obferv’d his dirty Paws, 

Nor found it difficult toguefs the Caufe : 

But when they fmelt fuch foul Corruptions 
round him ; 

Away they fled, and left him as they found 
him. 

4 

Thus, when a greedy Sloven once has thrown 
His Snot into the Me/s $ ’ tis all his cmm. 




* 



Vol.X. T • ^ 
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The following Poem was firfl printed in FogV 
fouimcd of the ijth of Sept . 1733. The Sub- 
ject of it is now over j but our Author V known 
Zeal again/l that Prajed made it be generally 
fuppofed to be his. It was occafioned by the 
B~s of Ireland endeavouring to get an Ad to 
divide the Church Livings ; which Bill was 
receded by the triflv Iloufe of Commons^ 

V » 

l 

Written in the Yfc&r 1731. 

O LD Latimer preaching did fairly deferibe 

A 8 who rul’d ail the reft of his 

Tribe $ 

And who is this B f and where does he 

dwell ? 

Why truly tis Satan , Arch-b-->- of Hell ! • 
And HE was a Primate, and HE wore a Mitre 
Surrounded with Jewels of Sulphur and Nitre. 
How nearly this B— - our B---S refembles \ 

But he has the Odds, who believes and wfjo 
trembles r 

Cou’d you fee his grim Grace , for a Pound to 
a Penny, 

You’d fwear it muft be the Baboon of K—y : 
Poor Satan will think the Comparifon odious : 

I wifh I could find him out one more commo- 
dious,. • 

. But 
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But this I am fuie, the Mojl rev'rend old Dr$- 
g° n > 

Has got on the Bench many B— s fuflfragan ; 

And all Men believe he prefides there incog. 

To give them by Turns an invifible Jog. 

4 * 

OurB— s, puft up with Wealth and with 
Pride, 

To Hell on the Backs of the Clergy would 
ride. 

They mounted, and labour’d with Whip anti 
with Spur, 

In vain-— for the Devil a Parfon vvou’d ftir. 

So the Commons unhors’d them, and this wqs 
their Doom, 

On their Crofiers to ride, like a Witch on a 
Broom. 

Tho’ they gallop’d fo f%$,on the Road you may 
find ’em, 

And "have left us but three out of twenty- behind 
’em. 

Lord B — ’s good Grace, Lord , and 

Lord H i— , 

In fpight of the Devil would dill be untoward. 

They came of good Kindred, and could not 
endure, 

Their foriper Companions (hould beg at their 
Door. 

When CHRIST was betray’d to Pilate the 
Prator, 

Of a Dozen Apoftles but one prov’d a Tray tor: 

T a Ope 
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One Tray tor alone, and faithful Eleven ; s 

But we can afford you Six Traytors in Seven. 

What a Clutter with Clippings, Dividings, 

- and Cleavings ! 

And the Clergy, forfooth, muft take up with 
their Leavings. 

If making Divijions was all their Intent, 

They’ve done it, we thank ’em, but not as 
they meant; 

And fo may fuch B— s for ever divide. 

That no honeft Heathen would be on their 
Side. 

How fhould we rejoice, if, like Judas the firft, 

Thofe Splitters of Parfons in funder fhould 

burlt? • ’ 

» • * ■ 

Now hear an Allufion A Mitre, you 
know, 

Is divided above, but united below. 

If this you confider, our Emblem is right ; 

The B— - s divide , but the Clergy unite . 

Should the Bottom be fplit, our B — s would 
dread 

That the Mitre wou’d never flick faft on their 
Head, 

And yet they have learnt the chief Art of a 
Sov’reign, 

As Macbiavel taught ’em ; divide and ye 
govern. 

But, Courage, my L— ds ; tho’ it cannot be 
faid 

That one Cloven Tongite ever fat on your Head j 

III 



/ 
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HI hold you a Groat, and I wifh I cou’d fee’t, 

,Jf your Stockings were off, you cou’d fhew 
cloven Feet. 

But hold, cry the B — S3 and give us fair 
Play j 

Before you condemn us, hear what we can fay* 

What truer Affections cou’d ever be fliown 

Than faving your Souls, by damning our own ? 

And have we not practis’d aU Methods to gain 
you ; 

With the Tythe -of the Ty the of the Tythe to 
maintain you ; 

Provided a Fund for building your Spittles ■: 

You are only to live four Years without V-ittles. 

Content, my good L-s-d^j but let us change 
Hands j 

Firft take you our Tythes, and give us your 
Lands. 

fio God blefs the Church, and three of our 
Mitres ; 

And God blefs the Commons for Biting the 
Biters, 
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, \ 

To the Reverend 

Dr. SWIFT, D. S . P. D. 

t 

* 

t 

Prefent of a Paper-Book , finely 
bound \ on his Birth- Day, November 30, 
1732. 

By the Right Hon. John Earl of Orrery* 

« > 4 „ , I 

T O thee, dear Swift, thefe fpotlefs Leaves 
I fend ; 

Small is the Prefent, but (incere the Friend* 
Think, not fo poor a Book below thy Care ; 
Who knows the Price that thou canft make it 
bear ? 

Tho’ tawdry now, and, like Tyr ilia's Face, 
The fpecious Front Ihines out with borrow'd 
Grace j 

Tho' Pafte-boards glitt’ring like a tinfel’d 
Coat, 

A Rofa Tabula within denote : 

Yet if a venal and corrupted Age, 

And modern Vices ihould provoke thy Rage ; 
If warn'd once more by their impending Fate, 
A finking Country and an injur’d State, 

Thy great Afliilance fhould again demand. 
And call forth Reafon to defend the Land ; 

Then 
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Then (hall we view thefe Sheets with glad Sur- 
prize, 

Infpir’d with Thought, and (peaking to our 
Eyes : 

Each vacant Space (hall then, enrich’d, difpenfe 

True Force of Eloquence, and nervous Senfe ; 

Inform the Judgment, animate the Heart, 

And facred Rules oi Policy impart. 

The fpangled Cov’ring, bright with fplendid 
Ore, 

Shall cheat the Sight with empty Show no 
more : 

But lead us inward to thofe golden Mines, 

Where all thy Soul in native Luftre (hines. 

So when the Eye lurveys fome lovely Fair, 

With Bloom of Beauty grac'd, with Shape 
and Air, 

How is the Rapture heighten'd, when we find 

Her Form excell’d by her celeftial Mind. . 



Verfes left with a Silver Standifh , 
on the Dean of St. Patrick ’ s Defk 

on his Birth-Day. 

\ < 

H ITHER from Mexico I came, 

To ferve a proud Jernian Dame : 

Was long (ubmitted to her Will, 

At length (lie lgft me at Quadrille. 

Thro’ 
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Thro' various Shapes I often pafs’d. 

Still hoping to have Reft at laft : 

And ilill ambitious to obtain 
Admittance to the Patriot Dean ; 

And foinetimes got within his Door, 

* But foon turn’d out to ferve the Poorj 
Not ftroUing Idlenefs to aid, 

But honeft Induftry decay’d. 

At length an Artift purchas'd me. 

And wrought me to the Shape you lee. 

• 

This done, to Hermes I apply’d s 
<( O Hermes , gratify my Pride ; 

“ Be it my Fate to ferve a Sage, 

“ The greateft Genius of his Age ; 

** That matchlefs Pen let me fupply, 
ft Whofe living Lines will never die. 

r ! 

I grant your Suit, the God reply’d. 

And here he left me to refide. 

* Alluding to 500 /. a Year lent by tl>e Dean, 
without lutereftf to foor Yradefmen „ 




' . Vtrfit 

r • 
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p 

Verfes written by Dr. Swift, occa- 
sioned by the foregoing Prefents.' 

■ . . . . ** 

A Paper Book is fent by Boyle, 

Too neatly gilt for me to foil. » 

Delany fends a Silver Standilh, 

When I no more a Pen can brandiih. 

Let both around my Tomb be plac’d. 

As Trophies of a Mufe deceas’d : 

And let the friendly Lines they writ, 

In Praile of long departed Wit, 

Be grav’d on either Side in Columns, 

More to my Praife than all my Volumes \ 

To burft with Envy, Spite, and Rage, 

The Vandals of the prelent Age. 



THE 
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THE 

Hardftiip put upon the LADIES. 

Written in the Year 1735* 

P OOR Ladies t tho' their Bus’nefs be to 
play, 

’Tis hard they ranft be bufy Night and Day * 
Why fliould they want the Privilege of Men, 
Nor take fome fmall Diverfions nowand then ? 
Had Women been the Makers of oar Laws ; 
(And why they were not, I can fee rio Caufe $) 
The Men (hould Have at Cards from Morn to 
Night ; 

And Female Pleafures be to read and write. 



A LOVE SONG 

In the Modern Tafte. 

Written in the Year 1733. 

I, 

TT'Imttering fpread thy purple Pinions, 
JP Gentle Cupid , o’er my Heart 5 
I a Slave in thy Dominions ; 

Nature muft give Way to Art. 



II. Mild 
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Mild Arcadians , ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o’er your Flocks, 
See my weary Days continuing. 

Ail beneath yon flow’ry Rocks. 



Tims the Cyprian Goddefs weeping,. 

Mourn’d Adonis, darling Youth * 
Him the Boar in Silence creeping. 
Gor’d with unrelenting Tooth. 



IV. 



Cynthia , tune harmonious Numbers ; 

Fair Difcretion , tiring the Lyre ; 

Sooth my ever-waking Slumbers : 

Bright Apollo , lend thy Choir. ♦ 

V. 

Gloomy Pluto, King of Terrors, 

Arm’d in adamantine Chains, 

Lead me to the Cryftal Minors, 

Wat’ring (oft Elyfian Plains. 



* . 

2 4 

VI. Mournful 



# 
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V 

VI. 

Mournful Cyprefs, verdant Willow, 
Gilding my Aurelias Brows, 
Morpheus hov’ring o’er my Pillow, 

Hear me pay my dying V ows . 

VII. 

Melancholy frhooth Meander , 

Swiftly purling in a Round, 

On thy Margin Lovers wander, 
v With thy dow ry Chaplets crown’d. 

VIII. 

Thus when P/Alomela drooping, 

Softly feeks her filent Mate, 

See the Bird of Juno ftooping $ 

* Melody reiigns to Fate. 
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On the Words Brother-Proteftants, 
and Fellow-Chriftians, fo famili- 
arly ufed by the Advocates for the 
Repeal of the Tell A£t in Ireland < \ 

■c* - -, g 

Written in the Year 1 7 3 3 . 

A N Inundation, fays the Fable, 

O’erflow'd a Farmer's Barn and Stable j 
Whole Ricks of Hay and Stacks of Com 
Were down the fudden Current born ; 

While Things of heterogeneous Kind 
Together float with Tide and Wind j 
The gen'fous Wheat forgot its Pride, 

And fail'd with Litter Side by Side 
Uniting all, to fhew their Amity, 

As in a general Calamity. 

A Ball of new-dropt Horfe’s Dung, 

Mingling with Apples in the Throng, 

Said to the Pippin, plump, and prim, 

See, Brother , how we Apples fwim. 

• . r . 

Thus Lamb, renowri'd for cutting Corn*, . 

An offer'd Fee from Radclijfic orns 1 
Not for the World— we Doctors, Brother , 

Mujl take no Fees of one another. 

Thus to a Dean fome Curate Sloven 
Subfcribes, Dear Sir, your Brother loving. 

Thus all the Footmen, Shoe-boys, Porter*, 

About St. James's, ciy, We Courtiers . 

Vol. X. u *Thu* 
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Thus H-ce in the Houfe will prate, 

Sir y we the Mmflers of State. 

Thus at the Bar that %%*****, 

Tho’ Half a Crown o'erpays his Sweat's 
* Worth i , . , 

Who knows in Law, nor Text, nor Mar- 
’’ * gent, 

Calls Singleton his Brother Serjeant. 

And thus Fanatic Saints, tho’ neither in 
Do&rine nor Diicipline our Brethren, 

Ar t Brother Pretejlants and Chrifiians y 
As much as Hebrews and PhiLiJHnes : 

But in no other Senfe, than Nature 
Has made a Rat our Fellow-Creature, , . 

Lice from your Body fuck their Food j 
But is a Loufe your Flefh and Blood ? 

Tho’ born of human Filth and Sweat, it 
May as well be laid Man did beget it. 

But Maggots inyourNofe and Chin 
As well may claim you for their Kin. 

Yet Criticks may objefl. Why not ? 

Since Lice are Brethren to a S—t ; 

Which made our Swarm of Se£ls determine 
Employments for their Brother Vermin. 

But be they Engltjl: , Irijh, Scottifh y 
What pj oteftant can be fo fottifh, 

While" o'er the Church thefe Clouds are 

' gath’rl rig, , t 

To calfa Swarm of Lice his Brethren ? 

. • » • * . 

As M-Jh , by Pivine Advice, „ 

In Egypt turn'd the JDuft to Lice » . - 

And 
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And as our Seels, by all Defcriptions, 

Have Hearts more harden'd than Egyptians j 
As from the trodden Dull they fpnng, 

And, turn'd to Lice, infeft the Kjing : . 

For Pity’s Sake it would be juft, # 

A Rod iliould turn them back to Duji. 



K , ^ * # V | , ^ ^ 7 

Let Folks ift high or holy Station?, 

Be proud of owning fuch Relations j 
Let Courtiers hug them in their Bofgm, 
As if they were afraid to lt>fe ’em : 
While I, with humble Job, had rather, 
Say to Corruption—- Thou'rt mji Fatbtir 
For he that has fo little Wit, 

To nourith Vermin, may be lit. 
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CHARACTER, 

,f ( f • * A 

* f 

PANEGYRI.CK,. 



A N P - , 

DESCRIPTION 



OF THE 



LEGION CLUB. 



A S I ftrole the City, oft I 

See a Building large and lofty, 

J^ot a Bpw-fhot from the College, 

jlalf the Globe in Senfe and Knowledge \ * 

By the prudent Architect, • 

Plac’d againft the Church direct, 

Making good my Grandrdame’s Jell, 

Hear the Church-- —you know the reft.' 

Tell us what the Pile^contains * 

Many a Head that holds no Brains. 

Thefe 
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Thefe Demoniacks let me dub 

With the Name of Legion Club ; l 



•Such Aflemblies,^ you might fwear. 

Meet, when Butchers bait a Bear $ 

Buch a Noife, and fuch haranguing, ' , 
When a Brother Thief is hanging ; : 

"Such a Rout and fuch a. Rabble 
Hun to hear Jack-Pudden gabble ; 

Such a Crowd their Ordure' throws 
*On a far lefs Villain's Nofe. 

Could I from the Building’s Top 
Hear the rattling Thunder drop, 

While the D -— 1 upon the Roof 
(If the D ---1 be Thunder-proof) ,• ^ 

Should with Poker fiery red i - 

Crack the Stone6, and melt the Lead 5 >' * 

Drive them down on ev’ry-Sculli •»• 

While the Den of Thieves is full ; » 

Quite, deih oy that Harpies Neft, 

•How might then- our Ifle-be bleft! •» •■* 

For Divines allow that God 
Sometimes makes the D ---1 his Rod, 

And the Gofpel will inform us 
He can punilh Sins enormous. <*» 

Yet fhotild Ssvu—t endow the Schools •' ‘ -i 
For his Luna,ticks and Fools * . r 

With a Rood or two of Land, 

I allow the Pile may ftand : 

You, perhaps, will alk me. Why Co ? 

*But it is with this Provifo, * 

Since the Houle is likerto laft, ! V 

Let the Royal Grant be pafs’d, 

U 3 That 
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That the Club have Right to dwell 
Each within his proper Cell, 

With a Paflage left to creep ip. 

And a Hole above for peeping. 

Let them, when they once get in. 

Sell the Nation for a Pin ; 

While they lit a picking Straws, 

Let them rave at making Laws j 
While they never hold their Tongue, 

Let them dabble in then- Dung j 
Let them fprm a Grand Committee, 

How to plague and rtarve the City ; 

Let them ftare, and ftorm, and frown. 
When they fee a Clergy Gown ; 

Let them, ere they crack a Loufe, 

Call for th’ Orders of the Houfe * 

Let them with their Gofling Quills, 
Scribble fepfelefs Heads of Bills ; 
y/e may, while they ftrain their Throats, 
Wipe our Ar-s with their Votes. 

Let * Sir T-— m, that rampant Afs, 
Stuff his Guts with Flax and Grals j > 
But before the Pried he fleeces, : 
Tear the Bible all to Pieces : 

At the Parfons, Tom y holloo, Boy, 
■\Vorthy Offspring of a Shoe-Boy, 
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Footman, Traytor, vile Seducer, 

Perjur’d Rebel, -brib'd Accufer; ' 1 

Lay thy paltry Privilege alide, 

Sprung from Papifts, and a Regicide j * 

Fall a working like a Mole, 

Raife the Dirt about your Hole. 

Come, aflift me, Mufe obedient, 

Let us try lome new Expedient ; 

Shift the Scene for half an Hour, 

Time and Place are in thy Pow’r ; 

Thither, gentle Mufe, conduit me, 

I fhall alk, and you inftniil me. 

See, the Mufe unbars the Gate ; 

Hark, the Monkeys, how they prate ! 

f All ye Gods who rule the Soul, 

Styx , thro’ Hell whole Waters foil ! 

Let- me be allow’d to tell 
What I heard in yonder Hell. 

|| Near the Door an Entrance gapes, 
Crouded round with antick Shapes, 

Poverty , and Grief and Care , 

Caufelefs Joy, and true Defpaby 
Difcord periwig’d with Snakes, 

See the dreadful Stride Ihe takes. 

By this odious Crew befet, 

I began to rage and fret, 

* And reviv’d to break their Pates, 

Ere we enter’d at the Gates ; 



C • 



Di y quibus imperium eft an i mar urn, 

Sit mihi fas audita loqui. Virg, Lib. VI, 
|| Veftihulum ante ipfum , &c. Ibid. 

* Et ni deft a comes , £fr, Ibid, 
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Had not Clio, in the Nick, * 

Whilper’d me, Lay do^m. your Stick. 

What, laid I, is this the Mad-Houfc ? 

Thefe, ffye aniwer'd, are but Shadows, 
Phantoms bodilels and vain. 

Empty Viiions of the Brain. 

f In the Porch Briareus fands. 

Shews a Bribe in all his Hands j 
Briareus the Secretary, 

But we Mortals call him C-~y. 

When the Rogues their Country fleece, * 
They may hope for Pence, a-piece. 

Clio, who had been fo wife 
To put on a Fool's Difguife, 

To befpeak feme Approbation, 

And be thought a near Relation, 

When fhe faw three hundred Brutes 
•All involv’d in wild Difputes, 

Roaring. 'till theirLungs were fperit 
Privilege of Parliament, . * 

.Now a new Misfortune feels, 

Dreading to be laid by th’ Heels. 

Never durft a Mule before 
2Enter that infernal Door ; 

<'.ho, ft i fled with the Smell, 

Into Spleen and Vapours fell, • ** 

By the Stygian Steams that flew 
From the dire infeflious Crew. 

•Not the Stench of Lake Avernus 
•Could have more offended her Nofe ; 

* » t * 

"fEt centumgeminus Briareus, ©V.Virg. Lib.Vl. 
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Had (he flown but o’er the Top, 

She had felt her Pinions drop, 

And by Exhalations dire, 

Tho’ a Goddefs, mull expire ; 

In a Fright Ihe crept away, 

Bravely I refolv’d to flay. 

When I faw the Keeper frown, 

Tipping him with half a Crown, 

Now, laid I, we are alone. 

Name your Heroes one by one. 

Who is that Hell-featur'd Brawler, 

Is it Satan ? No *tis W—r. 

In what Figure can a Bard drefs 
Jack the Grandfon of Sir H--s. 

Honed Keeper, drive him further. 

In his Looks are Hell and Murthcr ; 

See the fcowling Vifage drop, 

Jufl as when he murder’d T--p. 

Keeper, Ihew me where to flx 
On the Puppy Pair of Dicks ; 

By their Lanthron Jaws and Leathern, 

You might fwearthey both are Brethren j 
Dick -Fit z Baker , Dick the Player, 

Old Acquaintance, are you there ? 

Dear Companions, hug and kifs, 

Toafl old Glorious in vour Pits. 

Tie 'em, Keeper, in a Tether, 

Let ’em ftarve and dink together j 
Both are apt to be unruly, 

Lalh 'em daily, lafli 'em duly; 

Tho’ ''tis hopelefs to reclaim them, 

Scorpion Rods perhaps may tame them. 

Keeper, 
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Keeper, yon old dotard fmoke, - > ■ * 

Sweetly 1‘norirg in his Cloak, \ T 

Who is he ? Tis humdrum lV-~ne *'\- 

Half encompals'd by his Kin : •. 

There obferve the Tribe of B—b—m , ’■ 

For he never fails to bring ’em j ,• * ' 1 

While lie (leeps the whole Debate, 

They fubmiflive round him wait ; / 

Yet would gladly fee the Hunks 



In his Grave, and fearch his Trunks ; - 

See, they gently twitch his Coat, «.v<::zvV . , 
Jull to yawn and give his Vote, *■£ 

Always firm in his Vocation, 

For the C— , againft tire N---. 

Thofe are A—s Jack and Bob > 

Firft in every wicked Job, 

Son and Brother to a queer > . 

Biainlick Brute, they call a Petr. ’ 

We muft give them better Quarter, 

For their Anceftor trod Mortar, 

And, at H--tk , to boall his Fame, »■ 

On a Chimney cut his Name--. * 

There fit C--nts , D---ks , and H--n , "a 

Flow they fwagger from their Garrilon. . j +h 
Such a Triplet could you tell 
Where to find on this Side Hell ? 

H—n , and D—ks, and C—nts, 

Keeper, lee they have their Payments. *4 
Every Milchief’s in their Hearts, 

II they fail, 'tis want of Parts. 

Blefs us, M- -n ! art thou there, Man ? 

Bids mine Eyes ! art tlxm the Chairman ! 

. * ' * Chairmaft 
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Chairman to your damn'd Committee ! 

Yet I look on thee with Pity. 

Dreadful Sight! what, learn’d M—n ! 
Metamorphos’d to a Gorgon ! 

For thy horrid Looks, I own, 

Half convert me to a Stone : 

Haft thou been fo long at School 
No»v to turn a famous Tool ? 

ALma Mater wasjthy Mother, 

Ev’ry young Divine thy Brother 5 
Thou a dilobedient Varlet, 

Treat thy Mother like a Harlot ! 

Thou, ungrateful to thy Teachers, 

Who are all grown Rev Vend Preachers! 

M— , would it not furprize one ? 

Turn thy Nouriihment to Poiibn ! 

When you walk among your Books, 

They reproach you with their Looks^, 

Bind them fail, or from their Shelves 
They will come, and right themfelves : 
Homer , Plutarch , Virgil , Flaccus , 

All in Arms prepare to back us ; 

■Soon repent, or put to daughter 
Every Greek and' Roman Author. 

Will you, in your Faction's Phrafe, 

Send the Clergy all to graze $ 

And to make your Project pafs, 

Leave them' not a Blade of Grais ? 

How I want thee, hum’rous Hogarth! 
Thou, I hear, a pleafant Rogue art } 

Were but you and I acquainted, 

Ly’rv Monitor lliould be paint^4? 
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You fhould try your graving Tools 
On this odious Group of Fools, 

Draw the Beafts as 1 defcribe them, 

From their Features, while I gibe them } 

Draw them like, for I allure ye, * • 

You will need no Car' catur a j 
Draw them fo that we may trace 
All the Soul in ev’ry Face. 

M * # 4 

Keeper, I mull now retire, ’ 

You hfeve done what I delire : 

But I feel my Spirits fpent A 
With the Noife, the Sight, the Scent. 

Pray be -patient , you (hall find 
Half the bcfi are fill behind :■ 

You have hardly feen a Store , 

I can Jbenx> t voo hundred more « 

Keeper, I have leeii enough ; 

Taking then a Pinch of Snuff, * 

I concluded, looking round ’em, 

May their God , the D--l 3 confound 'em . 

« # 1 » ■ * « • * • « • *» 1 * 

»'» — 

An APOLOGY, &c. 

A r Lady, Wife as well as Fair, 

Whole Confidence always was her Care, - 
Thoughtful upon a Point of Moment, 

V/ou'd have the Text as well as Comment : 

S6 hearing of a grave Divine, 

She lent to bid him come and dine. 

Bitt you mull know he was not quite 
-fid grave, as to be unpolite j 

. Thought 
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Thought human Learning wcu’d not leflen 
The Dignity of his ProfelHon ; 

And if you'd hear the -Man dilcourfe. 

Or preach, you’d like him icarce the work. 

He long had bid the Court faiewel, 

^Retreating filent to his Cell j 

Sufpected for the Love he here ■ t - ; • < 

To one who iway’d fometime before ; 

Which made it more furprifing how 
He fhould be lent for thither now. 

The Meflagetold, hegapes, and ftares. 
And icarce believes his Eyes, or Ears. . 
Could not conceive what it (hou)d mean. 

And fain would hear it told again. 

But then the ’Squire fo trim andmice* 

’Twere rude to make him tel\ it twice j 
60 bow’d, was thankful for the Honour i 
And wou’d not fail to wait upon her. 

His Beftver brufh’d, his Shoes, and Gown, 
Away he trudges into Town 5 
Pa/Tes the Lower Cartle Yard, 

And now advancing to the Guard, 

He trembles at the Thoughts of State ; 

For, conlcious of his fheepiih Gait, 

His Spirits of a fudden fail’d him. 

He ftop’d, and could not tell what ail’d him. 
What "was the Meffage, I receiv’d ? 

Whv certainly the Captain rav’d ! 

To dine with her ! and come at Three! 
ImpoHible ! it can’t be me. 

Or may be I miftook the Word ; 

My Lady It mull be my Lord. 

Mv Lord's abroad j my Lady too ; 

W’hat mu ft th’ unhappy. Doflcr do ? * 

t*cV0L. X, X £ 
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Js * Captain Crach'rode here? pray ? — No* ‘r 

Nay , then ’ tis Time for me to go. 

Am I awake, or do I dream ? ■ ■■ .' h 

I’m fare he call'd me by my Name ; * 

Nam’d me as plain as he could fpeak, i 

And yet there muff be fame Miltakc- 
Why, what a Jell Ihou’d I have been, » 

Had now my Lady been within ? 

What could I’ve laid ? I’m mighty glad 
She went abroad— She'd thought me mad. 

The Hour of dining now is pad j 
Well, then, I’ll e’en .go home and feft; 

And fince I 'fcap’d being made a Scoff, 

I think I’m very fairly off. 

My Lacty now returning home 
Calls, Crach'rode , is the Doflcr coins? 

He had not heard of him— Pray fee , 

’ Tis stow a Quarter after Three. 

The Captain walks about and Icarches 
Thro’ all the Rooms, and Courts, and Arches: 
Examines all the Servants round, 

In vain-— no Do&or’s to be found. ■» 

My Lady could not chafe but wonder : ,r 

Captain , I fear you're made fome Blunder ; 

But pray , To-morrow go at Ten y 
I'll try his Manners once again j 
IfRudeneJs be tip EjfeEl of Knowledge f 
My Son Jhall ne*ver fee a College. 

The Captain was a Man of Reading, 

And much good Senfe as well as Breeding, 
Who, loth to blame, or to incenfe. 

Said little in his own Defence : 

# The Gentleman who brought the Mejfage . 
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Next Day another MefTage brought' ; 

The Do6lor, frighten'd at his Fault, 

Is drefs’d, and dealing thro' the Crowd, 

Now pale as Death, then blii fil’d and bow’d, 
Panting— -and faultring— Humm’d and Ha'd* 
Her Lady (hip <ivas gone abroad $ 

Captain loo— he did not kno-jj 
Whether he ought to flay or go. 

Begg’d (he’d forgive him. In Conclufion, 

My Lady, pitying his Confufjon, 

Call’d her Good-nature to relieve him ; , 

Told him (he thought (lie might believe him ; 
And wou'd not only grant his Suit, 

But viiit him and eat fome Fruit j 
Provided, at a proper Time, 

He told the real Truth in Rhyme. v 

’T'.vjs to no purpofe to oppofe, 

She’d hear of no Excufe in Profe. 

The Dg^lbr flood not to debate, 

Glad to compound at any Rate ; » 

So, bowing, feemingly comply’d j 
Tho’ if he durfl he had deny’d. 

But fird refolv'd, to fhew his Tafte 
Was too refin'd to give a Feafl, 

He’d treat with nothing that was rare, 

' jBut winding Walks and purer Air : 

Wou’d entertain without Expence, 

Or Pride, or vain Magnificence $ 

For well he knew, to fuch a Gueft, 

The plained Meals mull be the bell. 

To Stomachs clog'd with coflly Fare, 

Simplicity alone is rare $ * 

Whillt high, and nice, and curious Meats, 

really but vulgar Treats: * 

»*■'*> Xz Inflead 
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Inftcad of Spoils of Verfxan Looms, 

The coltly Boafts of Regal Rooms, . ^ 

Though* it more courtly 'and diftreet, • > ' • 
To fcatter Rofes at her Feet : 

Rofes of? richer Dye, that fhone i : f‘\ 

With native Luftre, like her own : v* ' ,v ' vV 'V. 
Beauty that needs no Aid of Art, ! 

Thro’ every Senfe to reacli the Heart. 

The gracious Dame, tho’ well (he knefvf 
All this was much beneathdier Due, 

Lik’d every Thing-— at leaft thought fit 
To praife it, par maniere d'acquit. 

Yet (he, tho’ ieeming pleas’d, can’t bear 
The fcorching Sun, or chilling Air ; 

Difturb’d alike at both Extremes, 

Whether he (hews or hides his Beams : 

Tho’ feeming pleased at all (lie fees. 

Starts at the Ruffling of the Trees ; 

And fcarce can fpcak for want of Breath, 
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In half a Walk fatigu’d to Death. 

The Doctor takes his Hint from hence, 

T’ apologife his late Offence : 

Madam, the mighty Pow’r of Ufe 
Now ftrangely pleads in my Excnfe. 

If you unus'd, have fcarcely Strength 
To gain this Walk’s untoward Length-* 
If frighten’d at a Scene fo rude, 

Thro’ long Difufe of Solitude ; 

If long confin'd to Fires and Screens, 
You dread the waving of theft Greens ; 

I you, who long have breath’d the Fumes 
Of City Fogs and crowded Rooms, 

Do now felicitously (hun 
The cooler Air, and dazzling Sun ; 
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* If his Majeftick Eye you flee, 

* Learn hence t’excuie and pity me, 

‘ Confider what it is to bear 
‘ The powder’d Courtier’s witty Sneer j 
‘ To fee th’ important Man of Drefs 
‘ Scoffing my College Aukwardnefs, 

* To be the ftrutting Cornet's Sport ; 

‘To run the Gauntlet of the Court, 

‘ Winning my Way by flow Approaches, 

‘ Through Crowds of Coxcombs apd of 

* Coaches, * 'h 

* From the firft fierce cocjcaded Centrv, 

* Quite thro’ the Tribe of waiting Gentry ; 
‘To pafs fo many crowded Stages, 

‘ Ancl (land the Staring of your Pages j 

* And after all, to crown my Spleen 
‘ J3e told* -t You are not to be feen. 

1 Or, if you are, he forc’d to bear 
? The Awe of your Majeftick Air. 

‘ And can I then be faulty found, 

‘ In dreading this vexatious Round ? 

* Can it be ftrange, if I eichew 

* A Scene fo glorious and fo new $ 

* Oris he criminal that flies 
( The living Luftre of your Eyes * 

• .i . . '■ '•“***' ’• 
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Clouds weep as they do, without Pain, 

And what are Tears bat Womens Rain ? 

The Clouds about the Weikift roam. 

And Ladies never ftay at home. ♦ 

The Clouds build Caftles in the Air* 

A thingpeculiar to the Fair; 

For all the Schemes of their Forfe-cafting* 

Are not more folid, nor more lading. 

A Cloud is light by Turns* and dark, 

Such is a Lady with her Spark 

tai • ' • • ; V Nowy r 

with unexampled Patience he bore her pefilen- 
fial Tongue. I Jhall beg the Ladies Pardon , if I 
infert a pew Pajfages concerning her , and at the 
fame Time 1 ajj'ure them, it is not to lejfen thofe of 
the frefent Age, who are pojfefs'd of the like 
laudable Talents: For , l will confefs. that 1 know 
three in the City of Dublin, no Way inferior to . 
Xantippe, but that they have. not as great Men 
to work upon. - v ; . 

When a Friend ajked Socrates,, how he could 
bear the Scolding of his Wife Xantippe, he re- 
torted , arid ajked Pirn, how he could bear the 
Gaggling of bis Geefe. Ay, but my Geefe lay 
Eggs' for me * reply d bis Friend. So doth my 
Wife hear Children, faid Socrates.- Diog. Lacrtv 
Bring ajked another Time by a Friend , bow he 
could bear her Tongue, he faid , fbe was of thif 
Ufe to him , that foe taught him to bear the Im- 
pertinences of others with mote Eafe , when he 
went abroad. Pint. De capiend, cx ho ft. unlit « 
Socrates invited bis Friend Enthydcmus to 
Slipper, Xantippe, in great Rage , went in to 
them, and overfet the Table . Euthydemus 
■ rijing 
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How dothefe differ from our Graces* 

Ih Garden-Silks, Brocades, and Laces ? 

Are they not fuch ftnothcr Sight, 

When met upon a Birth-Day Night ? 

The Clouds delight to change their Falhion 3 
Dear Ladies be not in a Pallion, 

Nor let this Whim to you feera ftrar.ge, 

Who ev'ry Hour delight in Change. 

In them and you alike are fecn 
The fulicn Symptoms of ti>e Spleen, 

The Moment that your Vapours-riffe, 

We lee them dropping from your Eyes. 

In Ev’ning fair you may behold 
The Clouds are fring’d with borrow’d Gold, , 
And this is many a Lady’s Cafe, 

Who flaunts about in f borrow’d I .ace. 

Grave Matrons are like Clouds of Snow, 
Their Words fall thick, and foft, and flow; 
While brilk Coquets, like rattiing Hail, 

Our Ears on ev’ry Side aflail. 

Clouds , when they intercept our Sight, 
Deprive us of Ccleftial Light : 

So when ir>y C.kloe I purfue, 

No Heav’n befldes I have in View. 

Thus, on Comparifnn vou fee. 

In ev’ry Inflance they agree, - 

So like, fo very much the 1'aipe, 

That one may go by Pother's Name.- 

Lef 

f Ljot Flanders Lace, but Gold and Sih tr: 
Lace. By borrowed , is meant fhch as run it: bo- 
ned Tradefmens Debts for nuhat they atvY not 
able to pay, as many of them did tor French Sit- 
*. ver Lace > againjt the lajl Birth* Day • Vjd> the 
Shopkeepers Books. 
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Let me proclaim it then aloud, 

That ev'ry Woman is a Cloud. 



the A N S W E R. 

‘ -/ -• ; . >• i •• •« • 

0 

P Rcfumptuous Bard ! How could you dare 
A Woman with a Cloud compare ? 

Strange Pride and Inloience you fhow. 

Inferior Mortals there below. 

And is our Thunder in your Ears 
So S equent or fo loud as theirs ? 

Alas ! our Thunder Toon goes out ; 

And only makes you more devout. 

- Then is not Female Clatter worfe. 

That drives you not to pray> but curfe P 
o We hardly thunder thrice a Year 

The Bolt diicharg’d, the Sky ’grows clear 1 
But ev’ry fublunary Dowdy, 

The more fhe fcolds, the more fhe’s Cloudy. 

Some Critic may obje6f, perhaps, 

That Clouds are blam'd for giving Claps ; • 

But what, alas ! are Claps ./Etherial, 

Compar'd, for Mifchief, to Venereal ? 

Can Clouds give Bubo’s* Ulcers, Blotches, 

Or from your Nofes dig out Notches ? • 

We leave the Body fweet and found j . 

We kill, 'tis true, but never wound. 

You know a Cloudy Sky befpeaks 
Fair Weather when the Morning breaks j 
But Women in a Cloudy Plight, 

Foretel a Storm to laft till Night. 

A Cloud in proper Seafons pours, " • 

Hi s"Bl tilings down in fruitful Show Vs j 

But 
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But Woman was by Fate defign’d 
To pour down Curies on Mankind, 

When * Syrius o’er the Welkin rages, 

Our kindly Help his Fire alTwages j 
But Woman is a curft Inflamer, 

No Parilh Ducking-Stool can tame her : 

To kindle Strife Dame Nature taught her } 
Like Fire- works Ihe can burn in Water. 

For Ficklenefs how dv.rft you blame us ? 
Who for our Conftancy are famous. 

You’ll fee a Cbud , in gentle Weather, 

Keep the fame Face an Hour together ; 

While Women, if it could be reckon'd. 
Change ev’ry Feature cv’ry Second. 

Oblerve our Figure in a Morning, 

Of Foul or Fair we give you Warning ; 

But can you guefs, from Woman’s Air, 

One Minute whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient Books enroll’d, 

What Honours we pofiefs'd of old. 

To difappoiut Ixton' s Rape. 

JO/ E dreft a Cloud in Juno's Shape j 
Which, when he had enjoy'd, he 1'wore, 

No Goddefs could have pleas’d him more ; 

No Difference could he find between 
His Cloud and J 0 V E's Imperial Queen : 

His Cloud produc’d a Race of Centaurs, 

Fam’d for a thoufandbold Adventures $ 

From usdeicended ab origine, 

By learned Authors call'd Nubigesicz. 

But lay, what Earthly Nymph do y.ou know, 
So beautiful to pal’s for Juno ? 
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Before /Eneas durft afpirfe 
T o court her Majefty of Tyre, 

His Mother begg’d of us to drefs him. 

That Dido might the more carefs him : 

A Coat we gave him dy’d in Grain 
A Flaxen Wig; and Clouded Cnne. 

(The Wig was powder'd round with Sleet, 
Which fell in Clouds beneath his Feet) 

With which he made a taring Show i 
And Dido quickly fmoak'd the Beau . 

Among your Females make Inquiries* 

What Nymph on Earth fo fair as Iris ? 

With heav’nly Beauty fo endow'd ? 

And yet her Father is a Cloud . 

We drefs’d her in a Gold Brocade, 

Befitting Juno's fav'rite Maid. 

’Tis known, that Socrates the wife 
Ador’d us Clouds as peities } 

To us he made his daily Pray’rs, 

As Arijiophanes declares. 

From Jupiter took all Dominion ; 

And dy'd defending his Opinion. ' 

By his Authority, 'tie plain, 

You worfhip other Gods in vain. 

And from your own Experience know. 

We govern all Things there below. 

Y ou follow where we pleafe to guide. 

O'er all your Pafhpns we prefide : 

Can raife them up, or fink them down, 

As we think fit to fmile or frown : 

And, juft as wediipbfe your Brain, 

Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. ' « 
Compare us then to Female Race ! 

Wp, to whom aH the Gods give Place ; 

. Who 
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Who better challenge your Allegiance, 

Becaufe we dwell in higher Regions : 

You find the Gods in Homer dwdl 
In Seas and Streams, or low as Hell : 

Ev'n Jo-ve , and Mercury , his Pimp, 

No higher climb than Mount Olymp y * '■ 

( Who makes you think the Clouds he pierces : 

He pierce the Clouds ! He kifs their A-*-es) 

While we, o’er 'Tejierijfa plac’d. 

Are loftier by a Mile at leaft: 

And when Apollo ftruts on Pindus y 
We fee him from onr Kitchen Windows; v 
Or to ParnaJJus looking down, 

Can p---fs upon his Laurel Crown. 

Fate never form’d the Gods to fly ; 

In Vehicles they mount the Sky : 

"When JOVE would fome fair Nymph inveigle, 

He comes full Gallop on his Eagle. 

Though Venus be as light as Air, 

She muft have Doves to draw her Chair. 

Apollo ftirs not out of Door 
Without his lacker’d Coach and Four ; 

And jealous Juno , ever fnarling, ' 

Is drawn by Peacocks in her Berlin : 

But we can fly where’er we pleafe. 

O’er Cities, Rivers, Hills, and Seas : 

From Eafl to Weft the World we roam, 

And in all Climates arc at Home ; 

With Care provide you as we go, 

With Sun- mine, Rain, and Hail, or Snow. 

You, when it rains, like Fools believe, 

JOVE pifles on vou through a Sieves 
Vo,.. X. ' Y An 
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An nlle T ale, 'tis no fuch Matter j 
We only dip a Spnnge in Water $ 

Then lqueeze it plole between our Thumbs 
And Ihake it well, and down it comes : 

A s you dial I to yopr Sorrow kn.ow } 

We'll watch your Steps where'er you go : 
Anil, and fince vye find you walk a-foot. 
We'll foundly fouqe your Frize Surtout. 

’Tis but by our peculiar Grace, 

That Pbabus ever Ihews his Face : 

For, when we pleafe, we open wide . 

Our Purtains blue from Side to Side : 

And then how faucily die Ihews 
His brazen Face, and fiery Nofe ; 

And gives himfelf a haughty Air, 

As if he made the \Yeather fair ? 

’Tis liing, wherever Cotta treads, 

The Vi'lets ope their purple Heads ; 
TheRofes blow, the Cowflip fpringsj 
’Tis lung, but we know better Things. 
'Tis true, a Woman on her Mettle, 

Will often pifs upon a Nettle 5 

But, though we own flip makes it wetter. 

The Nettle never thrives the better } 

While we, by loft prolifick Show'rs, 

Can ev'ry Spring produce you Flow’rs, 
Yoqr Poets, Chloe's Beauty height’ning. 
Compare her radiant pyes to Lightning : 
And yet, t hope, 'twill be allow'd, 

That Lightning comes but from a Cloud . 

But Gods, like us, have too much Senfe 
At Poets Blights to take Offence: 
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&or can Hyperboles demean us ; 

Each Drab has been compar'd to Venus* 

We own your Verfes are melodious j 
But fuch Companions are odious. 



T 1 M and the F A B L E S. 

From the Tenth Intelligencer. 

M Y Meaning will he hefl unravell'd, 

When l premife that Tim has travdl'd. 
In Lucas's by Chance there lay 
The Fables writ by Mr. Gay. ... • 

Tim let the Volume on a Table, 

Read over here and there a Fatih ; 

And found, as he the Pages twirl’d. 

The Monkey who had feen the World J 
(For Tonfou had, to help the Sale, • . 

Prefixt a Cut to ev’ry Table.) 

The Monkey was completely dreft, 

The Beau in all his Airs expreft. 

Tiw, with Surprize and Pleasure flaring. 

Ran to the Glals, and then comparing 
His own fweet Figure with the Print* 
Diftinguilli’d ev’ry Feature in’t, 

The Twift, the Squeeze, the Rump, the Fidge 
and all, 

Juft as they lookt in the Original, 

By fays Tim t (and let a 

This Graver Underflood his Art, 

Y t , ’Tis 
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*Tis a True Copy, 1'il fay that for’t, 

I well remember when I fat for’t. 

My very Face, as firft I knew it, 

Jnit in this Drefs the Painter drew it. 

Tim, with his Liken-efs deeply fmitten, 

Wou'd read what underneath was written. 

The merry Tale with Moral grave. 

He now began to ftorm and rave $ 

<{ The curled Villain! Now I fee 
i( This was a Libel meant at me $ 
t( Thofe Scriblers grow lb bold of late 
“ Againrt usMinifters of State! 

, “ Such Jacobites as he deferve 5 

** Damme, I fay they ought to ftarve. 

* t » 

Dear Tim, no more fuch angry Speeches, 
Unbutton , and let down your Breeches , 

Tear out the Tale and wipe your A ■— 

J know you love to a£i a Farce*. 

* Of the Xtb. [Intellig. ] I writ only the 
Verfes , and of thofe , not the four lafi fovenjty 
Lines. Letters to and from Dr. Swift , LXI, 
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On reading Dr. Y ouxc’s Satires called the 
Univerfal Pafiion, by which he means Pride. 

* , , t 

Written in the Year 1726. 

* ■ 

TF there be Truth in whdt yoti fing, 

X Such God-like Virtues in the King j 
A Minifter *f* To fill’d with Zeal « 

And Wifdom for the Common-Weal ; 

If he § who in the Chair prefidcsj •» 

So fteadily the Senate guides : 

If others, whom you make your Theme* 

' Are Seconds in the glorious Scheme : 

If ev’ryPeer whom you commend, 

To Worth and Learning be a Friend : 

If this be Truth as you atteft, 

What Land was ever half lb bleft ! »•*» 

No Falfehood now among the Great, 

And Tradefmen now no longer cheat 5 
Now oil the Bench fair Juft ice fhines * 

Her Scale to neither Side inclines : 

Now Pride and Cruelty are flown. 

And Mercy here exalts her Throne : 

For Rich is good Example’s Power, 

, It does its Office ev’ly Hour; 

* , 1 

' Y 3 Where 

1 1 

f Sir R. Walpole, late Earl of Orford. 

$ Compton, the Speedier at that Time. 
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Where Governors are good and wile. 

Or ell'e the true it Maxim lyes : 

For fo we find, all ancient Sages 
Decree, that, ad exemplum Regis , 

Through all the Realm his Virtues run, 
Rip’ning and Jcindling like the Sun : 

If this be true, then how much more, 

When you have nam'd at leaft a Score 
Of Courtiers* each in their Degree, 

If poflible, as good as He. 

i > ’ . . ; , , ■ < • 

Or take it in a different View, 

I alk, if what you lay be true j 
If yon affirm the prefent Age 
Dcl'erves your Satire’s keenell Rage : 

If that fame Univerfal Faff on 

With ev'ry Vice hath fill’d the Nation : 

If Virtue dares not venture down 
A fingle Step beneath the Crown : 

It Clergymen, to fhew their Wit, . 

Praiie Cloffics , more, than Holy Writ: 

If Bankntpts, when they are undone. 

Into the S— - H-~ can run j > 

And fell their Votes at fuchaRate, 

As will retrieve a loft F.ftate : 

If Law be fuch a partial Whore, 

To {pare the Rich, and plague the Poor : 

If tliefe be of all Crimes the worft, 

What Land was ever half fo curft ! 

. . . % s 

. . . , ON 

• * - • * - C , * •> ^ 

» 
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O N 



POETRY: 

• * 



A 

R H A P S 6 D Y. 



A LL human Race would fain be Wits y 
And Millions mils, for one that hits. 
Young's univerl’al Paflion, Pride, 

Was never known to fpread fo wide* 

Say, Britain, could you ever boaft 
Three Poets in an Age atmoft ?- 
Our chilling Climate hardly hears 
A Sprig of Bays in fifty Y ears : 

While ev’ry Fool his Claim alledges. 

As if it grew in common Hedges. 

What Reaion can there be aflign’d 
For this Perverfenefs in the Mind ? 

Brutes find out where their Talents lie s 
A Bear will not attempt to fly j 
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A founder'd Horfe will oft debate 
Before he tries a five-barr'd Gate : 

A Dog by Inftinft turns afide, 

Who fees the Ditch too deep and wide. 

But Man we find the only Creature 
Who, led by Folly, combats Nature , 

Who, when Jbe loudly cries, Forbear > 

With Obftinaey fixes there ; 

And where his Genius leaft inclines, 

Ablurdly bends his whole Defigns. 

Not Empire to the Rifing Sun, 

By Valour, Conduct, Fortune won \ 

Not higheft IViJ'dom in Debates, 

For framing Laws to govern States 5 
Not Skill in Sciences profound, 

So large to grafp the Circle round ; 

Such heav'nly Influence require, 

As how to ftrike the Mufe's Lyre . 

Not Beggars Brat, on Bulk begot; 

Not Baftard of a Pedltir Scot ; 

Not Boy brought up to cleaning Shoes; 

The Spawn of Bridenvell, or the Stews j 
Not Infants dropt, the lpuriotis Pledges 
Of Gipfies litt’ring under Hedges, 

Are fo difqualify’d by Fate 

To rife in Church , or Law, or State , 

As he, whom Phoebus in his Ire ’ ’ 

Hath blajled with poetick Fire* 

What 
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* What Hope of Cuftom in the Fair, 

Wi ■•While not a Soul demands your Ware ? 
i Where you have nothing to produce 
For private Life, or publick Ufe ? 

Court , City, Country want you not ; 

You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 

* For Poets Law makes no Provifion ; 

The Wealthy have you in Derifion ; 

Of State Affairs you cannot fmatter ; 

Are aukward when you try to flatter : 

Your Portion, taking Britain round, 

* Was juft one annual Hundred Pound ; 

Now not fo much as in Remainder 
Since Cibber brought in an Attainder; 

For ever fixt, by Right Divine, 

(A Monarch’s Right) ©n Grubflreet Line. 

Poor ftarv’ling Bard, how froall thy Gain? I 
How unproportion’d to thy Pains 1 
And here a Simile comes pat in : 

Tho’ Chickens t3ke a Month to fatten, 

The Gueft in lefs than half an Hour 
Will more than half a Score devour. 

So after toiling twenty Days, 

To earn a Stock of Pence and Praife, 

Thy Labours, grown the Critick’s Prey, 

Are lwallow'd o’er a Di(h of Tea ; 

Gone, to be never heard of more, 

Gone, where the Chickens went before. 

* \ 

* Paid to the Poet Laureat , which Place was 
given to one Cibber, a Player • 

4 » 

•* » • 
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How fliali a hew Attempter learn 
Of difF’rerit Spirits to difcern. 

And how diftinguiflij which is which. 

The Poet’s Vein, or fcribbling l tc h > 

Then hear an old experienc’d Situier* 

In limiting thus a young Beginner. 

Confult yourfelf, and if you find 
A pow’rful lmpulfe urge your Mind, 
Impartial judge within your flreaft 
What Subjeft you can manage belt ; 

Whether your Genius moft inclines 
To Satire* Praile, or hum’rous Lines* 

To Elegies in mournful Tone, 

Or Prologue fent from Hand unknown. ' 
Then rtfing with Aurora's Light, •- ’ 
The Mule invok’d, fit down to write 5 
Blot out, con-eft, inlert, refine, 

Enlarge, diminifh, interline} 

Be mindful, when Invention fails, 

To fcratch your Head, and bite your Nails. 

» t J" * * * 

Your Poem finilh’d, next your Care ” 

Is needful to tranlcribe it fair. 

In modem Wit all printed Trafh is , 

Set off with num’rous Breaks--* and Dajbes.—i 

* *•'*> , ' * • 

To Statelmen would vdu give a Wipe, ■ 

You print it in Italick Tjpe. 

When Letters are in vulgar Shapes, 

I is ten to one the Wit elcapes * 

But 
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But when in Capitals expreft, 

The dulleft Reader fmoaks the Jeft : 

Or elle perhaps he may invent 
V s A better than the Poet meant $ 

As learned Commentators view 

In Homer more than Homer knew. 

* * 

Your Poem in its monifli Drefs, 

CorreSUy fitted for tiie Prefs, 

Convey by Penny-poft to l.intot y 
But let no Friend alive look into't. 

If. Lintot thinks ’twill quit the Coft, 

You need not fear your Labour loft : 

And how agreeably furpriz'd 
Are you to fee it advertis’d ! 

The Hawker thews you one in Print, 

As frefti as Farthings from the Mint : 

The Produft of your Toil and Sweating ; 

A Baftard of your own begetting. 

Be litre at Will's the following Day, 

Lie fnug, and hear what Criticks (ay. 

And if you find the genVal Vogue 
Pronounces you a ftupid Rogue, 

Damns all your Thoughts as low and little, 

Sit ftill and fwallow down your Spittle. 

Be fiient as a Politician, - 

For talking may beget Sufpicion : 

Or pwaife the Jugment of the Town, 

And helpyourfelf to run it down! 

Give tip your fond paternal Pride, 

Nor argu<?on tire weaker Side 

~ Fpt 
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For Poems read without a Name 
We juftly praife, or juftly blame ; 

And Criticks have no partial Views, 

Except they know whom they abufe : 

And fince you ne’er provoke their Spight, 
Depend upon't their Judgment’s right. 

But if you blab, you are undone j /v 

Confider what a Rilk you nan : 

You lofe your Credit all at once ; 

The Town will mark you for a Dunce : 

The vileft' Doggrel Grubjlreet fends 
Will pal's for yours with Foes and Friends. 
And you mull bear the whole Difgrace, 

’Till lome frelh Blockheads take your Place. 



Your Secret kept, your Poem funk. 

And fent in Quires to line a Trunk ; 

. It ftill you be dilpos’d to rhyme. 

Go try your Hand a fecond Time. 

Again you fail, yet Safe’s the Word, 

Take Courage, and attempt a Third. 

But firft with Care employ your Thoughts, 
Where Criticks mark’d your former Faults j 
The trivial Turns, the borrow'd Wit, 

The Similies that nothing fit ; 

The Cant which ev’ry Fool repeats, 
Town-Jefts, and Coffce-houfe Conceits ; 
Defcriptions tedious, flat and dry. 

And introduc'd the Lord knows why ; 

• Or where we find your Fury fet 
Againft the harmlefs Alphabet ; 



? 



On 
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On A’s and B's your Malice vent. 

While Readers wonder whom you meant; ' 

A publick or a private Robber , 

A Statefman , or a South-Sea Jobber , 

A Prelate who no God belipves, 

A , a Den of Thieves, 

A Pick-purfc at the Bar, or Bench, 

A Puchefs, or a Suburb Wench. 

Pr oft when Epithets you link, 

In gaping Lines to fill a Chink ; 

Like Stepping-Stones to fave a Stride, • 

In Streets where Kennels are too wide ; 

Or like a Heel-piece, to fiipport 
A Cripple with one Foot too fhort 5 
Or like a Bridge that joins a Marifh 
To Moorlands of a d iff rent Parifh. 

So have I feen j 11 -coupled Hounds 
Drag difPrent Ways, in miry Grounds, 

So Geographers in Afric Maps 
With Savage Pi&ures fill their Gaps, 

And o'er unhabitable Downs 
Place Elephants, for \yant of Towns. 



But tho’ you mifs your third EfTay, 
You need pot throw your Pen away. 
Lay now alide all Thoughts of Fame, 
To fpring more profitable Game. 

From Party Merit leek Support ; 

The vileft Y^rfe thrives beft at Court. 

A Pamphlet in Sir Bob's Defence 
Will never fail to bring in Pence ; 



x,. Yol. X. : 



* Wfr 



Not. 
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Nor be concern’d about the Sale, 

He pays his Workmen on the Nail. 

A Prince the Moment he is crown'd. 
Inherits ev’ry Virtue round, 

As Emblems of the fov'reigu Pow'r 5 
Like other Bawblesof the Tow’r: 

Is gen Yous, valiant, juft and wife. 

And fo continues till he dies : 

His humble Senate this profefles. 

In all their Speeches , Votes, Aldrejjc ' : 

But once you fix him in a Tomb, 

His Virtues fade, his Vices bloom ; 

And each Perfeftion, wrong imputed. 

Is fully at his Death confuted. 

The Loads of Poems in his Praife 
Amending make one Funeral-Blaze : 

As foon as you can hear his Kneil, 

This God on Earth turns D — l in Hell : 
And, lo ! his Miniftersof State, 
Transform’d to Imps, his Levee wait; 
Where, in this Scene of endlefs Woe, 
They ply their former Arts below ; 

And as they fail in Chartin' % Boat, 
Contrive to bribe the Judge's Vote ; 

To Cerberus they give a Sep, 

His tripple-barking Mouth to ftop. 

Or in the Iv'ry Gate f of D; earns 
Projeft E— -e and S— 1— - Schemes, 

• 1 

f Sunt gemiitje Somm per tee t &c. 
Altera c ancient i per/e ciA.mtens elephan to. 
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Or hire their Party- Pamphleteers 
To fet Eljjium by the Ears. 

t 

Then, Poet , if you mean to thrive, 
Employ your Muie on Kings alive $ 
With Prudence gathering up a Clutter 
Of all the Virtues you can mutter $ 
Which, form’d into a Garland fweet. 
Lay humbly at your Monarch’s Feet ; 
Who, as the Odours reach his Throne, 
Witt fnoiJe, and think ’em all his own i 
For Larw and Gofpel both determine 
All Virtues lodge in royal Ermine. 

(I mean the Oracles of both, 

Who lhall depofe it upon Oath) 

Your Garland in the following Reign, 
Change but the Names, will do again. 



But if you think this Trade toobafe, 
(Which feldom is the Dunce’s Cafe) 

Put on the Critick’s Brow, and lit 
At Will's, the puny Judge of Wit. 

A Nod, a Shrug, a fcornful Smile, 
With Caution us’d, may ferve awhile. 
Proceed no further in your Part, 

Before you learn the Terms of Art i 
(For you can never be too far gone 
In all our modem Criticks Jargon : J 
Then talk with more authentick Face, 
Of Unities , in Time and Place. 

Get Scraps of Horace from your -Friends 
And have them at your Fingers Ends. 

* Z a 



-255 
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Learn 
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Learn Arijiotle's Rules by Rote, 

And at all Hazards boldly quote. 
Judicious Rymer oft review ; 

Wile Dennis , and profound Boffu. 

Read all the Prefaces of Dry den. 

For thefe our Criticks muoh confide in, 
(Tho’ mcerly writ at firft for filling ; 

To raifethe Volume’s Price a Shilling.) 



A forvtfrird Critick often dupes us 
With lham Quotations f Peri Hupfous: 

And if we have not read Longinus 
Will magifterially out-fhine us. 

Then, led with Greek he over-run ye. 
Procure the Book for Love or Money* ' 
• Tranllated from BoilesaC s Tranflation j|* 

And quote {Quotation on Quotation. 



At IPill's you hear a Poem read, ■ - i 
Where Battus from the Table -head. 
Reclining on his Elbow-chair, 

Gives Judgment with dccifive Air. 

To whom the Tribe of circling Wits* 
As to an Oracle fubmits. 

He gives Dire&ions to the Town 
To cry it up, or run it down. 

(Like Courtiers , when they fend aNote* 
Inftrufling Members how to vote.) 

\ A famous Treatifeof Longinus i 
lj By Mr. Weljied. 






\ 
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He fets the Stamp of B-ad and Good, 

Tho’ not a Word beunderftood. 

Your Leflbn learnt, yon'll be fecure 
To get the Name of Connoijj'eur . 

And when your Merits once are known, . , 
Procure Difciples of your own. 

For Poets (you can never want 'em. 

Spread thro’ |j Augujia Trinob antum ) 
Computing by their Pecks of Coals, 

Amount to juft nine thoufand Souls. 

Thefe o’er their proper Diftrifts govern. 

Of Wit and Humour, Judges fov’reign. 

In ev'ry Street a City Bard , ^ 

Rules, like an Alderman, his Ward 3 
His indifputed Rights extend 
Through all the Lane, from End to End 3 
The Neighbours round admire his Shrew dnefs , 
For Songs of Loyalty and LeSJudnefs 3 
Out-done by none in Rhyming well, 

Altho’ he never learnt to ipell. 

Two bordering Wits contend for Glory, 
And one is Whig, and one is Tory. 

And this for Epics claims the Bays, 

And that for Elegiac Leys. 

Some fam'd for Numbers foft and fmcoth. 

By Lovers fpokc in Punch' s Booth, 

And l'ome asiuftly Fame extols, 

For lofty Lines in Svuthjidd Drolls. V ; 



**•! 



II The ancient Name of London. 

Z 3 



Bavins 
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Bavins in JVapping gains Renown, 

And Meevius reigns o’er Kenti/h-Tovun. 
Tigellius plac’d in Phoebus' Car 
From Ludgate fhines to 'Temple-Bar. 
Harmonious Cibber entertains 
The Court with annual Birth-day Strains, 
Whence Gay was banifh’d in Dij'grace, 
Where Pope will never ftiow his Face ; 
Where Yr- -Fmuft torture his Invention, 

To flatter Knaves , or lole his Pcnfion. 

But fhefe are not a thoufandth Part 
Of Jobbers in the Poet’s Art, 

Attending each his proper Station, 

And all in due Subordination j 
Thro’ every Alley to be found, 

In Garrets high, or under Ground ; 

And when they join their Pericranies , 

Out fkips a Book oj Mifcellanies. 

Hobbes clearly proves that ev’ry Creature^ 
Lives in a State of War by Nature. 

The Greater for the Smalletl watch, 

But meddle feldom with their Match. 

A Whale of moderate Size will draw 
A Shoal of Herrings down hisMavy. 

A Fox with Geefe his Belly crams, 

A Wolf deftroys a thou land Lambs. '* 

But fearch among* the rhyming- ’Race, 

The Brave are worried by the Bale. 

It, on ParnaJJus' Top you fit, 

You rarely bite, are always bit. 

-V* - - 

Each 
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Each Poet of inferior Size 
On vcu lhall rail and criticife : 

And fti ive to tear you Limb from Limb, 
While others do as much for him. 

The Vermin only teaze and pinch 
Their Foes iiiperior by an Inch. 

So, Natraliils obferve, a Flea 
Hath fmailer Fleas that on him prey. 

And thefe have fmailer ltill to bite ’em. 

And fo proceed ad infinitum . 

Thus every Poet in his Kind, 

Is bit by him that comes behind : 

Who, tho’ too little to he feen, 

Can teaze, and gall, and give the Spleen. ; 
Call Dunces, Fools, and Sons of Whore*, 

Lay Grubfireet at each others Doors ; 

Extol the Greek anil Roman Mailers, 

And curie our modern Poetafters. 

Complain, as many an ancient Bard did. 

How Genius is no more rewarded $ 

How wrong a Talte prevails among us } 

How much our Ancellors out-fung us i 
Can perfonate an aukward Scorn, 

For thofe who are not Poets born } 

And all their Brother Dunces lafh, „ 

Who croud the Prcfs witlr hourly TraJh. 

O Grubfireet how do I bemoan thee, 
Whofe graceleL Children fcorn to own thee 1 
Their filial Piety forgot, 
ipenv their Country like a Scot a 

Tho. 



* 
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Tho' by their Idiom and Grimace 
They Toon betray their native Place : 

Yet thou ball greater Caufe to be 
Alham'd of "them, than they of thee. 
Degenerate from their ancient Brood, 

Since firS the Court allow’d them Food, 

Remains a Difficulty ftill. 

To purchafe Fame by writing ill. 

From FUcknoe down to Howard's Time, 

How few have reach’d the low Sublime ? - 

For when our high bom Howard died,. 
Blackmore alone his Place (upplied : 

And, left a Chafm fhould intervene. 

When Death had f.niffi'd Blackmores Reign, 
The leaden Crown devolv'd to thee. 

Great + Poet of the Hollow -"T ree. 

But, ah ! how unfecnre thy Throne ! 

A thou (and Bards thy Right difown : 

They plot to turn, in faftious Zeal, 

* Duncenia to a Common -weal ; <■ 

And with rebellious Arms pretend 

- An equal Priv'lege to defcend. 

' * ■ » 

In Bulk there are not more Degree,. 

From Elephants to Mites in Cheefe, 

Than what a curious Eye may trace 
In Creatures of the rhyming Race. 

- * 'From 



j* Lord Grimfton, 



. 4 . 
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j?rom bad to worl'e, and worfe they fall, 

But, who can reach the worft of all ? 

For tho' in Nature Depth and Height 
Are equally held infinite, 

In Poetry the Height we know \ 

*Tis only infinite below.. _ 

For Infiance : When you rafiily think. 

No Rhymer can like IVelfled * fink, 

His Merits ballanc'd, you fliali find. 

The Lauredt f leaves him far behind* 
Concannon , more afpiring Bard, 

Soars downwards deeper by a Yard. 

Smart Jetnmy Moor with Vigour drops. 

The refi purfue as thick as Hops. 

With Heads to Points the Gulph they enter* 

• Link’d perpendicular to the Center j 
And as their Heels elated rife, • . 

Their Heads attempt the nether Skies. 

4 , 1 , . N 

Oh, what Indignity and Shame, 

To proftitute the Mufe’s Name l 



>, . * Vide The Treatife on the Profound, and 
Mr. Pope’s Dunciad. 

■f* In fame Editions t injlead of the Laureate 
nvas malicioujly infertedMr. Fielding ; for ‘whofe 
ingenious Writings the fuppofed Author hath ma* 
nfrjled a great EJieem. 
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By flatt’ring whom Heav’n defign’d 

The Plagues and Scourges of Mankind 
Bred up in Ignorance and Sloth, 

And ev'ry Vice that nurfes both. 

% , • f 
Fair Britain in thy Monarch bleft. 

Whole Virtues bear the ftrifteft Tell: j 
Whom never Fa&ion cou’d befpattejr. 

Nor Minifier, nor Poet flatter. 

What Juftice in rewarding Merit? 

What Magnanimity of Spirit? 

What Lineaments divine we trace 
Thro’ all his Figure, Mien, and Face? 

Tho' Peace with Olive bind his Hands, 
Confeft the concurring Hero hands. 

* HydaJ'p es, Inc tus , and the Canges , 

Dread from his Hand impending Change*. 
From him the Tartar . and Chinefe , 
f Short by the Knees intreat for Peace. 

The Confort of his Throne and Bed 
A perfect Goddefs born and bred. 

Appointed fovereign Judge to lit 
On Learning, Eloquence, and Wit. 

Our eldeft Hope, divine lulus, 

(Late, very late, O, may he mle us!) 

What 

* * * V ; »« - 

* --■‘-Super & Gar am ant as fi? Indos 
Proferct imperium, fifr. 

Jam nunc fif Cafpia regna 

Rejponfis horrent Divum, fife. 

•}• ——Genibus minor , fife. 

, * 1 
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What early Manhood has he fhown. 

Before his downy Beard was grown ! 

Then think, what Wonders will be done 
By going on as he begun ; 

An Heir for Britain to lecure * 

As long as Sun and Moon endure. 

The Remnant ©f the Royal Blood, 

Comes pouring on me like a Flood. 

Bright Goddeftes, in Number five $ 

Duke William, fweeteft Prince alive. 

Now fing the Mmijlcr of State , 

Who fhines alone without a Mate. 

Obferve with what Majeftick Port 
This Atlas Hands to prop the Court : 

Intent the Publick Debts to pay 
Like prudent f Fabius by Delay. 

Thou great Vicegerent of the King, 

Thy Praties ev’ry Mufe lhall ling. 

In ail Affairs thou ible Dire&or, 

Of Wit and Learning chief Protector ; 

Tho’ fmail the Time thou haft to ip are. 

The Church is thy peculiar Care. t» 

Of pious Prelates what a Stock > 

You chufe to rule the Sable Flock. 

You raiiethe Honour of the Peerage 
Proud to attend you at the Steerage. 

You dignify the noble Race, . .* 

Content yourfeif with humbler Place. 

Now 

' . ^ •* ^ 

■f Units Homo mbit Cun&ando ref it nit rem . 
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Nowrffccarning, Valour, Virtue, Senfe* 

To Titles give the 1'ole Pretence. ^ 

St. George beheld thee with Delight, 

Vouchfale to be an azure Knight, 

When on thy Bread and Sides Herculean 
He fixt the Star and String Cerulean . 

Say, Poet, in what other Nation 
Shone ever fuch a Conitellation. 

Attend ye Popes , and Youngs , and Gays \ 

And tune your Harps, and ftrow your Bays f 
Your Panegyricks here provide : 

You canno't err on Flatt'ry's Side. 

Above the Stars exalt your Style, 

You ftill are low ten thoufand Mile. 

On Lewis all his Bards bellow'd 
of Incenfe many a thoufand Load ; 

But Europe mortified his Pride, 

And fwore the fawning Rafcals !y a. 

Yet what the World refus’d to Lewis 

i Applied to exactly true is. 

Exactly true l Invidious Poet ! 

7 Tis fitly thoufand Times below it. 

Tran (late me now fome Lines, if you can, 
"From Virgil, Martial , Ovid, Lucan. 
t They could all Pow’r in Heav'n divide, 

S^Vnd do no Wrong to either Side : ^ 
ffpheY teach you how to Iplit a H:ut> 

• ; Qive and Jove an equal Share- 

* , *■% 

* * * * 

' T Divijittn vnferiutn cunt Jove Cjefar habtf. 
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Yet, why fliould we be lac’d fo ftraight? 



I’ll give nay Butter-weight. 



And Reafon good ; for many a Year 
Jo've never intermeddled here : 

Nor tho’ his Pricfts be duly paid. 

Did ever we delire his Aid : 

We now can better do without him, 

Since IVbolJlon gave us Arms to rout him. 
**** Cat era dcfiderantur. * * * * 



'The END of the Tenth Volume. 
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